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MAKE 247727 MONEY 


SHOWING FAMOUS WALLACE BROWN 
Y Exciting, 
Gyeclne ’ Greeting Cards 


“Feature” 21-Card 
Christmas Assortment 
By every standard the mos? 
i thrillingly beautiful assortment of 
exquisite, original, EXCLUSIVE 
DESIGN Christmas Cards in 
America! 2! large-size cards 
—every one different! Sells 
for only $1.00 — your 
profit up to 50c. 





Famous Nationally Advertised Christmas and Every- 
day Box Assortments and Personal Christmas Cards 


YOU DON’T NEED ANY EXPERIENCE 
AND WE SEND YOU SAMPLES 


Here’s the easiest and most pleasant way in the world to 
make the extra money you want! Simply show the lovely, 
a a 4 exclusive assortments of Greeting Cards by Wallace Brown 
to your friends and neighbors! My, how fast they'll 
order from you when they see the gorgeous cards 
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N 0 he for Christmas and all occasions! You make more 
0 t r money with America’s leading designs, amazing 

new, completely-different, original creations of- 
Company Offers fered by no other company. Yes, balanced assort- 


These Sensations! ments of lavish, costly cards—gorgeous papers 


including suedes and parchment, jewelled 


Pictured here are only three “glitter”, velvety “flocking”, novel folds and cut- 
> of the more than 40 quality outs—each assortment an eye-filling treasure and 
y - *\ greeting card assortments a money-saving value. Just wait until you see the 


many surprises! Mail the coupon below NOW 


and other items in the 
for actual samples on approval. 


Wallace Brown line. Rush 

coupon for samples and Assortments Everyone Loves for Christmas 

money-making details. and All Occasions—and Many Fast-Selling 
Gift Items Too! 

You’ve never even imagined you could offer such 

wonder-values, all from one company. Only a few 

are listed below: 


CHRISTMAS ASSORTMENTS: Besides those shown on 
this page you offer luxurious Golden Suede Assort- 
ment, Currier and Ives, “flocked” Christmas Velvet 
Assortment, Religious Scripture Texts, Gift-W rapping 
Ensembles, unbelievably rich and exquisite Genuine 
PARCHMENT Assortment—and many others. 


PERSONAL CHRISTMAS CARDS: Exclusive, high 
quality cards with name imprinted, at low money- 
saving prices. We ship direct to your customers! 
EVERYDAY ASSORTMENTS: ‘‘Feature’’ All-Occa- 
sion, Barrel-of-Fun Comics, Velvet Beauties 
Assortment, Rainbow Petals, Gift Wrappings, 
Gift Ribbons, and many others. 


j Picturama 

\ Christmas 

i Assortment 
I Sensational new ideo—\ 
1 dramatic designs open 
! up to complete Christ- 
t mas panoramas of pop- 
f ular subjects in many 
I lovely, gleaming colors. 
I Sells for only $1.00. Your 
I profit up to 50c. 
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Merry Christmas 
Comics Assortment 
Newest rage! A fun-packed 
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i . ~— GIFT ITEMS: Floral Stationery, Imported Nap- 
4 assortment of gay and clever 
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kins, Children’s Books, Personal Notes, ‘“‘Shake- 

speare Howls” Napkins, Novelties, many others. 
~ Paste this coupon on a postcard or mailin | 
envelope for actual samp sent on approval. 


Christmas Cards. Every design a 
thrilling surprise! Sells for $1.00— 
your profit up to 50c. 








cue teapers| Send No 


MAIL THE COUPON FOR THE 
Raise money for BEAUTIFUL SAMPLES! 


your club treasury! : : . 
Members of your Don’t send a single penny! Just your name and 


WALLACE BROWN, INC., Dept. D-120 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 

Please rush at once sample of the ‘Feature’ 21-Card Christmas 
Assortment on approval, and FREE Samples Personal Christmas 

















group can earn wel- | address on the coupon in this ad. Actual sample Cards, with details of complete line and money-making plans. 
come dollars easily | of the exciting, easy-selling ‘Feature 21-Card 

—for camp ex- | Christmas Assortment shown on this page—PLUS Name. 

penses, equipment, | FREE SAMPLES of personal, name-imprinted 

supplies. Mail cou- | Christmas Cards—will be mailed to you at once, Addr 

pon for details. prepaid, with complete information and money- 

making plans. Mail the coupon NOW. 
City : State. 





WALLACE BROWN, INC., Dept. D-120, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 
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Seeing ourselves as others see us is a gift that was rated 
highly by the great Scotch poet, Robert Burns. This month’s 
cover shows the “typical American girl” through the eyes 
of another Scotsman—thirty-two-year-old John Fernie, 
born in Glasgow, educated at Glasgow University and 
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New Mum contains M-3, a scientific discov- 
ery that actually destroys odor bacteria — 
doesn’t give underarm odor a chance to start. 


Supscription Price: $2.50 for one year, $4.00 for two years. For- 
eign and Canadian, $.60 extra a year for postage, $1.20 for two 


i : A * es Amazingly effective — just use daily. So 
years. Remit by money order for foreign or Canadian subscriptions. snun snus tat camel in, Gels Gen tan. 
PusisHep MontHty By Girt Scouts or THE U.S.A. Gentle Mum is certified by the American 
155 East 44th Street, New York 17, New York Institute of Laundering. Won't rot or discolor 
VOLUME XXXVI Member Audit Bureau of Circulations NUMBER 7 even your finest fabrics. 
No waste, no drying out. Delicately fra- 
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grant new Mum is usable, wonderful right to 
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Sook Sreoat 


..-on a hayride 
..-on a hike 


In uniform or out, you always want to look your 
best. That’s why you’re going to be so pleased 
with your Buster Brown Official Girl Scout Shoes. 
These fashion-right fun-lovers always give you 
that well dressed look wherever you go—what- 
ever you do. They’re just tops for easy-going 
comfort and proper support, too... and the word 
“Official” inside tells both you and your Mother 
you're getting the best shoes made for Girl Scouts. 


45 Remember, there are 
< —— Brownte Scout Shoes, too; 
WEST Sizes 12% to 3. $7.45, 








Date Fun— 
Buster Brown Official Girl 
Scout pone i Moc-style casual. 
Also available in Brownie 
Scout sizes. 

A Product of 
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Smart Stepper— 

Buster Brown Official Girl 
Scout oxford. Also available 
in white. 


ay BUSTER BROWN 
Oficial Gnd, Soout Shoes 


Reg. U.S. By &.S.| Product of Buster Brown Division, 
oe Off wi S.A Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis 
It’s not an official shoe 


unless it is marked 
THE OFFICIAL APPROVED SHOE "Girl Scout” 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


ear ARK. By Marco Benary-IsBert. 
Harcourt, Brace and Company, $2.50. 
“Take good care of Mummy for me,” Father, 
who was a prisoner in Russia, had told the 
Lechow children. But though Matthias, Mar- 
gret, Andrea, and even baby Joey did their 
best, Mother was worn thin by trying to 
keep her family together. Postwar Western 
Germany was overflowing with homeless, 
starving refugees, so it was great luck when 
the Lechows were assigned two attic rooms 
all their own. What if the rooms were un- 
heated and their grudging landlady an un- 
willing lender of bed linen, cooking utensils 
—all the things the Lechows needed and 
couldn't have bought if they had had the 
money. They were together, their ingenuity 
made the place homelike, and they even 
managed occasional celebrations. Andrea and 
Joey could go to school and maybe—just 
maybe—Father could find them if and when 
he should be released. Joey made a friend 
with whom to dig for treasure in the ruins 
with unexpectedly happy results. Matthias, 
who wanted to study astronomy and loved 
growing things, was assigned to a construc- 
tion gang, but even that had its bright side 
because it was here he met the musician who 
became a friend to all the Lechows. Mar- 
gret, the older girl, saddened by the death 
of her twin brother, found it hardest to ad- 
just. But it was she, with her love for animals, 
who first made friends with Mrs. Almut, 
owner of Rowan Farm with its crops, its 
ponies, Great Danes, and above all its Ark 
that proved a happy haven for the whole 
family. It is hard for us to imagine what the 
aftermath of war on one’s own soil is like 
—what it means always to be hungry, to 
have no home, no possessions, to be young 
and have little choice or hope in the matter 
of one’s future. But that is the only life thou- 
sands of young refugees have ever known. 
Many of them, like the Lechows, are re- 
building their shattered lives with courage 
and hope. This true-to-life but happy story 
helps us to understand, and the bit-by-bit 
build-up of a new life is entertaining reading. 


ele) THE STORY OF WAR AND PEACE. By 
Tom Gatt. Thomas Y. Crowell Com- 
pany, $2.75. If “The Ark” has made you 
think about war, you will want to read this 
book. “War was invented by the great tailless 
apes,” says the author; “it will be prevented 
by educated, thinking people. By you, per- 
haps.” When did wars begin? Among wild 
animals? Not exactly. One lion killing one 
antelope for food is not war, but a whole 
family of apes attacking another family is 
war. Primitive man fought as the apes did, 
family against family. And war has kept on 
growing bigger and more terrible. But side 
by side with war something else has also 
been growing bigger and stronger. Primitive 
man learned that in order to keep peace 
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CHRISTMAS CARDS 


$50—$100—no limit to what you can earn in spare 
time this quick, easy way! Up to 100% PROFIT ON EV- 
ERY SALE by showing W & S clever, original Christmas 
cards, gifts and novelties to your friends and neighbors. 


@ég CASH BONUS-NO EXTRA EFFORT 
TWO 21 CARD -Zesortment Only 3 


The gorgeous 21-card Christmas assortments sell them- 
selves! Dozens of other Christmas box assortments, 
gift novelties, stationery, 120-piece gift wrap assort- 


ment—100 ITEMS IN ALL! 
Exclusive NAME IMPRINT CARDS 
FRESH — NEW — EXCITING — 
50 grr W&S fabulous name imprinted 
Christmas cards—amazingly priced 
$] 95° as low as 50 for $1.25. Free sam- 
. ples. 36 EXCLUSIVE designs! 
ORGANIZATION—FREE SALES PLAN 
This exciting NEW book shows you how to organize and 
run a fund-raising project for your group—also explains the 
famous W/S generous Club Charge Account Plan. Write today. 


WETMORE & SUGDEN, INC. 


380 Monroe Avenue, Rochester 2, N. Y. 


Gentlemen: Please rush me your 10-day FREE TRIAL 
OFFER including box assortments on approval, im- 
print samples, 4 color catalog and other sales helps. 
if | do not make money | will return the kit AT YOUR 
EXPENSE within 10 days. 


Name 
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It's like washing your hair in 


softest rain water! This new gentle 


lotion shampoo leaves your hair 


soft as a cloud, bright as sunshine, 


fresh-smelling as a spring breeze. 


And it's so easy to care for! 


CAN’T DRY YOUR HAIR LIKE HARSH LIQUIDS 
CAN’T DULL YOUR HAIR LIKE SOAPS OR CREAMS 


Jeb Raw 


Fabulous New 
Lotion Shampoo by Toni 


Use new Wig kW shampoo 


tonight— tomorrow your hair 


will be sunshine bright! 

















between families, the village must have 
chiefs, customs, laws. With government, 
peace became possible. So these two forces 
—war and cooperation in orderly processes 
of government—have been growing bigger 
and stronger through the years until we have 
reached a point where it seems one must 
destroy the other forever. This book is the 
story of the struggle between them. Simply, 
graphically, arrestingly, the growth of the 
way of preventing war is shown, beginning 
with ancient leagues—the Achaean League, 
Hiawatha’s Five Nations, the Hanseatic 
League—through the union of the American 
colonies, world organizations such as the 
International Postal Union, the League of 
Nations with the reasons for its failure, up 
to the U.N. Seen in the light of the long 
sweep of history, the accomplishments of 
the U.N. are truly heart-warming and the 
possibilities of what it could do are thrill- 
ing. This very readable book will give you 
comfort, hope for the future, and a fom con- 
viction that the U.N. must not fail. 


A LOOK TO THE NEW MOON. By Fran- 

CEs FULLERTON Netson. Abelard 
Press, $2.50. From a simple home in Georgia, 
shy, unsophisticated, afraid-of-people Stella 
Blake flies north to visit her wealthy rela- 
tions at their summer home in a fashionable 
Maine resort. Her cousin Vickie Van Deusen 
is everything Stella is not—popular, poised, 
socially adept, equally at home on a dance 
floor, a sailboat, or a tennis court. Stella 
struggles to copy Vickie, to make friends 
with her, and to win a place in the tight 
circle of Vickie’s group at the club. She 
snatches victory from apparent defeat when 
at last she stands on her own feet, under- 
standing and respecting herself, and so freed 
from her fear of others, including Vickie’s 
distinguished young uncle. Of course you 
will enjoy Stella’s gay times—dancing, sailing, 
picnicking—but you will also appreciate her 
difficulties and the significance of her re- 
action to a new and strange life, because 
you are no doubt sharing similar experiences 
in trying to adjust to the new and strange, 
as you grow up. 


aw SPRING IN THE AIR. By Nancy Pas- 

cHaL. The Viking Press, $2.50. After 
graduation, Sudie Emerson, landscape archi- 
tect, returned to her grandfather's beautiful 
home in the lovely southern town of Oak- 
dale, eager to set up her own business. But 
newly engaged Glenda Emerson expected 
her big sister to enjoy the pre-wedding 
parties and help with the preparations for 
her garden wedding. To Grandfather Emer- 
son, any life other than a round of social 
gaieties, ending in wedding bells, was 
unthinkable for his grand-daughters. And, 
worst of all, a talented landscape architect, 
Warren Eads, had recently established a 
highly successful business in Oakdale, a 
town too small to support two such firms. 
There you have Sudie’s problem. How she 
handled it makes an entertaining story which 
will hold special interest for girls with green 
thumbs. THE END 





If you are interested in books reviewed on these 
pages, and you cannot find copies at your local 
bookstore, you may order from the publishers 
in care of the magazine. Please make checks 
or money orders payable to the publisher, not 
to THE AMERICAN GiRL. 
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AN AMAZING MONEY-MAKING OFFER TO NEW CHILTON DEALERS 


All 3 Boxes 
of Famous 


Chilton Greeting 
Cards ~$ 


SELL THEM TO 
YOUR FRIENDS IN 

SPARE TIME— 
MAKE QUICK PROFIT 





es 








— : e | Theveands 
CARDS IN ¥ Make *50 and More With 
93KT. GOLD er _ This Famous Chilton Plan! 


Golden Signature Think of -it! . . . there are $$$ and $$$ of CASH PROFIT waiting for 
“prize” Assortment ‘ou in these wonderful boxes of beautiful Chilton Greeting Cards. It’s a 

UARANTEED profit, too . . . you mast make money just by showing 
these cards to friends and neighbors, or you may return the cards. 

Each year thousands of men and women are making new friends and 
assuring themselves of extra money through the famous Chilton “‘friend- 
ship plan."" The moment you see these beautiful, colorful cards you'll 
understand. why people are so eager to buy them. There are cards for 
every occasion . . . Christmas cards, birthday cards, anniversary, get-well, 
friendship, congratulation cards. Not just ordinary cards but cards so hand- 
some they'll be remembered and treasured through the years! 

Your own good sense will tell you there must be literally bsindreds of 
folks right in your neighborhood who'll thank you for introducing them 
to these cards. That's why we want to send you these three eelonery 
boxes now . . . to prove what a warm, friendly, human experience it is 
to show Chilton cards! 

You'll earn $10, $20, $50 and more, quickly and easily. You need no 
experience ; as a new member of the ‘‘Chilton Family’ you get our money- 
making guides which explain everything. 


FREE TRIAL OFFER—YOUR PROFITS GUARANTEED 













SIGN 













The “Prize” All-Occesion 











ly. ; . 

14 heavenly: 35 a met To get you started, we make this amazing offer of all 3 boxes of 
cards! Eat ny juminum famous Chilton Greeting Cards for just $1.00 — an offer that may never 
frame © blue. gree? —_ be made again! Send no money, pay nothing when your sample boxes 
tinted in 3 Kt Goldet arrive. Just examine these cards and show them ro your friends and 






and silver. 1 dea in this 
- re incu 
Signrement. Box S 
$1.25. 


neighbors. Unless they bring you immediate orders for many more boxes 
as an active Chilton Dealer, just return the cards and owe nothing. Or, if 
you prefer, keep them for your own use at the wholesale price. You don’t 
risk a penny! But this offer is limited so mail the coupon today! 


ef 120 Kingston St., Boston 11, Mass. 
1812 Roscoe St., Chicago 13, Ill. 
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FOLKS SAY 
“WE'RE THRILLED” 


com “‘What a grand opporruni- 
= © @ ty to go calling on all the 
<. ple you would so much 
Fike to know! When I’m 
showing Chilton greeting 
cards to them, I’m a woman 
who really loves her work."’ 
-M. H. 6., Westbore, Mass. 


“There's a welcome waiting 
for me at every door I visit 
—and I have earned almost 
$60.00 in just a few weeks !"* 

-M. D, A., Flushing, WN. Y. 


“Ie’s a never-ending thrill 
to be - ¥ into peoples’ 
homes. At my age that 
means more than you could 
ever understand:”* 

—Mrs. J. J. C., Washington, D.C. 


“I found: selling Chilton 
cards the best way I know 
to perform a friendly service 
and to be a good “‘mixer’’. 
You build up good will and 
at the same time make a 
profit on your time."* 

=H. L. T., MN. Augusta, $. C 























ORGANIZATIONS! CHURCHES! CLUBS! This is @ 
tested sure-fire fund-raising plan for youl 
ee ee 


] CHILTON GREETINGS CO. 
120 Kingston S$t., Dept.AG-7.Beston T1, Mass. i 
1812 Roscoe St., Dept. AG-7,Chicage 13, ill. 


i Please send me the three boxes oll | 
| CHILTON GREETINGS described above 

i on free approval. I pay —— y be the { 
cards arrive. I understand che special 
i price to Chilton Dealers is only $1 pos 
mailing costs and that I may return them r 
7 without obligation if not satisfied. 


Nome 











C) If you are a fund raiser for an organ- 4 
ization, please check here. 
Casauanenasatuedsanaseoas 











Lamar Cason, senior at Hapeville, Ga., 
High, sized up this situation 
perfectly—and with the simplest 

of cameras, a Brownie. 


NAPs like this are around you all the time—all kinds 
of snaps—of friends, of games, of trips. They’re all 
pictures you’ll prize—carry in your billfold—or swap 
with friends. 

They are pictures you can get with the simplest of 
cameras. All you have to do is to learn to notice the 
interesting happenings and unusual incidents around you. 
Then be sure to have your camera ready. 

For taking pictures is really 95% seeing, 5% using your 
camera. So get the habit of spotting the new situation or 
the interesting action—and snap it. With today’s 
excellent, easy-to-use cameras and film you’re sure to get 
your picture—and good. 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N. Y. 











ve 


First choice of beginners and 
experts alike — genuine Kodak 
Film in the familiar yellow box 


New thrifty Duo-Pak holds 2 rolls 
of Kodak Verichrome Film for black- 
and-white snapshots— 

one roll for your camera T 2 al 
—one for a spare. In 


the popular sizes 
620, 120, 127. 
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by AMELIA ELIZABETH WALDEN “> 


Illustrations by Clyde Ross 
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The serial you've been asking ter te 
by the author of “A Girl Called Hank” 


‘ 
_— 


PART ONE 


A LTHOUGH the New Sharon hockey field a home- 


sick for Westmorland, it was a makeshift aftair. What 

could you expect of a converted football field? The turf 
was bad, full of cleat holes from the boys’ football shoes. Near 
the goal posts such great clouds of dust rolled up that the 
players had to squint their eyes, clamp their mouths shut. 

Back at Westmorland, the private school Jill had attended 

. . She bent over to retie the laces of her hockey shoes as a 
surge of homesickness swept over her, making her want to 
bawl like a baby right here in front of all the girls at hockey 
practice. 

There was no use hating New Sharon. She was here to stay. 
It would take a long time for Dad to recover from the illness 
that had brought this readjustment in their lives, and by that 
time it would be too late for her to go back to Westmorland. 
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But I'll never belong here, she thought. 

Reluctantly Jill took her place as center forward when Mrs. 
Sargent called the teams back from their brief intermission. 
She dreaded the rest of the practice game. The New Sharon 
girls played sloppy hockey, and they resented her because she 
had been taught to play the game correctly at Westmorland. 
Their resentment boiled over in the way they looked at her, 
the way they talked to her. She would have to be blind and 
deaf not to notice it. 

Jill glanced at Mrs. Sargent, standing with the whistle raised 
to her lips. Jill liked the coach. If it had not been for her 
friendliness, she would have quit the team after the first 
practice. 

The whistle blew and Mrs. Sargent gave the juniors a roll-in. 
Chris Robinson intercepted it. Center halfback and captain of 





the varsity, Chris was the only natural 
athlete on the team, the only one who 
came anywhere near playing the game 
as it should be played. Jill wished a few 
of the other girls had Chris’s drive and 
stamina. 

Chris sent the ball to Jill and Jill sent 
it to a wing, tall Helen Janowski. But 
Helen was so far out of line it was im- 
possible for her to receive the pass. 

In a burst of frustration Jill exclaimed, 
“What’s the matter with our line?” 

Mrs. Sargent’s whistle stopped the 
game. “Jill’s right,” she said. “Helen 
should have been in position to receive 
that pass.” Mrs. Sargent went into a 
lengthy explanation of how the game 
should be played, but the moment prac- 
tice resumed, the girls forgot everything 
she had said. Jill had to grind her teeth 
in order not to blurt out her exasperation. 
She was glad when the coach called, 
“That’s all for today, girls. Practice 
tomorrow as usual.” 


As Jill crossed toward the dress- 
ingrooms, Nan Sherwood caught up with 
her. Nan was the one girl to whom Jill 
had been attracted in her brief attendance 
at New Sharon High. Nan was a bubbling 
sort of person, lively and cheerful. 

Now she pushed her short brown hair 
from her forehead. “Hockey is hot work 
when the weather’s this warm,” she said. 
Her pleasant face with its wide gray 
eyes, rather large mouth, and cleft chin, 
was as straightforward as the girl to 
whom it belonged. “You play a wonder- 
ful game,” she told fill. 

“fo me it’s top sport,” Jill said. 

“Hockey is sort of a stepchild here,” 
Nan explained. “We all love basketball.” 
She paused at the entrance to the build- 
ing. “Even though we don’t agree about 
hockey, I like you, . 

“Thanks,” said Jill, feeling embarrassed 
by Nan’s outspokenness. She wondered if 
she would ever get used to New Sharon 
girls. They were so blunt. All their emo- 
tions seemed to be on the surface. They 
played hard, worked hard. If they liked 
you, they said so. If they didn’t, they 
made no secret of it. 

She walked over to a bench in the 
dressing room where she had left her 
things. Suddenly, with her arms just 
slipping through her bright red pullover, 
she froze at what she heard. 

“Who does that Jill MacCrombie think 
she is?” A row of lockers separated her 
from the speaker, but she recognized 
Helen Janowski’s voice. 

Helen mimicked Jill.“What’s the matter 
with our line?” She resumed her natural 
voice. “Does she want the ball served to 
her on a silver platter? She thinks she’s 
something, that girl from Westmorland.” 

A voice answered. “Never mind. Chris 
Robinson’ll take care of her.” 

“Doesn't Chris like her either?” 

“Don't be silly. Chris was number-one 
girl in sports until this MacCrombie sailed 
in from Westmorland. Chris doesn’t see 
her as a teammate; she sees her as a 
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menace to her personal standing. See?” 

Jill saw, too. Once or twice she had 
caught Chris Robinson watching her with 
a strange, glowering expression. Chris 
was a dark, intense girl—short but 
solidly built, with strong arms and legs. 
On the hockey field, her thickset little 
body, topped by its heavy thatch of 
black hair, seemed to be everywhere. 

Jill lingered in the dressing room until 
it was empty, thinking again about the 
big change that had taken place in her 
life. She was going home to a tiny Cape 
Cod cottage with five small rooms. There 
were no servants anymore. Gone were 
the big, expensive car, the big sprawling 
house to which she used to come home 
for Christmas, and the family lodge in 
Maine. Gone were the skiing trips to 
North Conway, the gay parties, and all 
the company that flocked around her 
father and mother. There was nothing 
left but this small house on Bayberry 
Lane and one another. In a way, that 
was the only good part about all this— 
Dad and Mother and she were gradually 
getting to know each other better. There 
was nothing like trouble to knit a family 
more closely together. 

When Jill pushed open the door, the 
schoolyard was almost deserted. Only a 
few cars belonging to teachers or stu- 
dents, who had remained late in school, 
stood in the falling dusk. Jill crossed 
toward Stinky, the old car which used to 
be kept for the convenience of the 
gardener at the big house. She wondered 
if the stubborn thing would start. The 
odds were even against it. 

Stinky coughed a few times, sputtered, 
and then wheezed into silence. “Some- 
day,” Jill mumbled as she got out, “I 
am going to crack you over the radiator 
hood and cure you of these stalling 
tantrums.” Secretly, she was fond of the 
battered jalopy and dreaded the day 
when the need for expensive repairs 
would force Dad to say the old car had 
to be junked. 

Feeling helpless, Jill lifted the hood. 
The car was so ancient, almost anything 
could be wrong. She got in again and 
tried to start it once more. Stinky spat 
out its objections at being disturbed and 
settled into gloomy silence. As Jill sat, 
hunched over the wheel, the boys on the 
football squad came across the lot. 

She let down the window and called 
to the nearest boy, “Could you give me 
a push? I’m stuck.” 

It was Bo Skinner, one of the co- 
captains of the football team. He was to 
boys’ athletics what Chris was to girls’, 
top man in everything. 

He grinned at her through the win- 
dow. “Say, aren’t you the girl from 
Westmorland?” Jill winced at the ques- 
tion. There it goes again, she thought: 
The girl from Westmorland. 

Bo leaned his elbows on the window 
ledge and took a long look. “I like 
blonds, especially pretty ones,” he said. 
“How about a date?” : 

Jill was annoyed at his easy familiarity 


While Dave worked 
Jill told him all 
about Westmorland 


but she decided to ignore his comments. 
“Do I get that push?” 

“Sure. Pretty high-hat, aren’t you?” 

“I am not high-hat!” 

Bo’s eyes narrowed with satisfaction, 
and she was sorry she had risen to his 
bait. He called to one of the other boys 
and together they pushed her to the edge 
of the parking lot, but Stinky would not 
start. Bo came over to her. 

“I think you have some real trouble,” 
he said. “Better let us push you to the 
nearest garage—just a block up the road.” 

“No, thanks,” Jill said quickly, think- 
ing of what would happen to Stinky if 
the needed repairs should prove ex- 
pensive. She and Bo were peering help- 
lessly into the engine when a _ voice 
behind made them jump. 

“Want me to have a look?” 

Bo turned. “Hi, Edison,” he greeted 
a slight boy in a dark football jersey. 

Boy, am I glad to see him! Jill thought. 
It was Dave Gifford, nicknamed “Edison” 
because of the workshop he had rigged 
up in his grandfather's barn. 

Jill held a flashlight while Dave tried 
first one thing and then another. “I'm 
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pretty sure it’s the condenser,” he said at 
last. “They give out on old cars like 
this.” 

“Can you fix it?” Jill asked eagerly. 

“Sure, if you have a new condenser 
handy.” 

“Oh,” she said, disheartened, thinking 
again of the cost. 

“I could tow you over to my shop,” 
Dave offered. “I have some condensers 
there. But it would take a while, and 
you'll be late for your supper.” 

“Late for supper!” she exclaimed. “I'd 
give up supper for a week to save Stinky.” 

Bo whacked Dave on the back. “See if 
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she'll give you a date, Edison,” he said 
sarcastically. “I couldn’t make the grade, 
but maybe out of gratitude she will 
confer the honor on you.” 

Dave's workshop looked so _profes- 
sional it made Jill’s eyes almost pop out 
of her head. Two old cars stood jacked 
up in the center of the floor. Along the 
walls were racks stacked with every con- 
ceivable part of an automobile. Dave 
located a condenser and went to work 
while Jill perched on a high stool near 
him and watched. She couldn’t help con- 
trasting him with Bo Skinner; they were 
so different. Bo was a big, strapping 





boy, already well over six feet tall. Dave 
was only five feet eight, with the wiry 
movements of slender men. 

Suddenly he said with characteristic 
directness, “I’ve heard about your father. 
Isn't he Douglas Scott MacCrombie, the 
attorney who represents all the big in- 
ventors in the country?” 

“He did,” she said, “before his illness.” 
She leaned forward. “How did you know 
about him?” 

“When I was knee-high to a grass- 
hopper, I promised myself that some- 
day when I was a famous inventor, your 
father would (Continued on page 30) 
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NCOMPATIBILITY . . . incompatibility . . . 
incompatibility . . . The walk from the 


hotel hadn’t helped, and as Karen de- 
scended the boardwalk the strange word was 
still pounding, over and over, behind her 
temples. Loud and harsh, it drowned out all 
the early morning sea sounds, and, for a 
moment, seemed even to blind her. The 
little bathing beach blurred and wavered 
before her eyes. 

Incompatibility . . . incompatibility . . . 
quickly, desperately, she shook her head; 
then, before she stooped to spread her robe 
on the sand, she scanned the bathers care- 
fully. As yet, scarcely a dozen umbrellas 
studded the beach, but she must make cer- 
tain there was no one she knew. This morn- 
ing—her first morning here this season—she 
could not bear to face any friends or ac- 
quaintances of past summers. 

Past summers! Past—never to return, never 
to be repeated. For in other years Dad had 
been with them, and they had taken a cot- 
tage, while this year—this year— All at once 
Karen snatched up her robe and canvas bag 
and began to run. She ran awkwardly across 
the deep, dry sand toward the deserted end 
of the each, trying desperately to escape 
the ugly, incomprehensible word. She must 
run, run, run, until all the terrible words 
were torn from her brain forever, as if they 
had never been spoken. 

For they couldn't have been spoken! It 
must have been only a dreadful nightmare, 
that scene back home night before last. They 
couldn’t have stood there— her own parents! 
—and repeated those so-quiet, deadly words: 

. something we must tell you . . . please 
try to understand . . . getting a divorce . . . 
grounds are incompatibility . . . we waited 
until you were... 

Words, words, words. And before she had 
half grasped their meaning, more had come, 
equally shattering: 

. . you and your mother will leave for the 
benak . no, I won't be coming with you 
. . . house to be sold . . . New York in the 


fall... an apartment . . . Your father trans- 
ferring to West Coast . . . please understand 
. . « just incompatibility . . . you're fifteen 
now . 


“No! No!” The protest burst wildly from 
Karen’s lips, just as it had that night. And 
then, all at once, she couldn’t run another 
step. She looked around desperately, seek- 
ing complete and certain privacy, and finally 
stumbled toward a row of low, ridged sand 
dunes. Exhausted, she dropped down behind 
them, buried her face in i arms, and be- 
gan to cry. 

She cried for a long time; her harsh, 
racking sobs held all the disbelief and shock 
and protest that had gripped her when her 
parents told her their plans and all during 
yesterday's endless train trip, right up to the 
miserable scene with her mother this morn- 
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“How can you solve the insolvable?” 
Karen asked herself in desperation 


ing. But at last her shaking body grew quiet 
and as she rested there, some of the wildness 
and turmoil within her seemed to be gone. 

But now there was something worse. In- 
stead of the loud, knife-sharp words beating 
inside her head, there was a terrible, crush- 
ing weight—born of the stark knowledge that 
she could not bear this thing that had hap- 
pened; that she could not do the things her 
mother had again begged of her this morn- 
ing at the hotel. 

. . « try to understand . . . make a new life, 
new friends . . . be brave, Karen... 

No. She could not be brave; she could not 
understand. And she could not build a new 
life. She didn’t want a new one. The old 
life in the big white house in Weston, with 
her own gang, her own school, with Mother 
and Dad together, had been perfect. So how 
—why-—try to build another? She wanted only 
to run, to hide, never again to face another 
day. “Why, why, did it happen?” She whis- 
pered despairingly now. 


Suddenly she tensed and lifted her 
head warily. She had heard voices and that 
meant people. She did not want to be near 
people; she never wanted to be near anyone 
again. Swiftly she reached for her robe. 

But when, crouched on her knees, she 
looked cautiously over the dunes toward the 
beach, her near-panic subsided. Her privacy 
was not really threatened. The voices were 
those of two small children playing in the 
wet, hard-packed sand just beyond reach 
of the waves. The only adult, evidently their 
mother or nurse, sat a considerable distance 
up the beach, reading a book. Relieved, 
Karen remained kneeling there a moment, 
watching the busy youngsters. They were 
building a sand castle which, with its many 
turrets and towers, seemed even to Karen’s 
eyes a wonderful structure. And to the 
young architects it was obviously a treasure 
indeed. As Karen watched they touched the 
castle with cautious, almost reverent, fingers 
—rounding a dome here, broadening a door- 
way there, and every moment or so pausing 
to survey their accomplishments with wide, 
admiring eyes. 

“Isn't it wonderful!” Karen heard the little 
girl exclaim. “We'll keep it forever.” And 
her companion, a sun-browned boy of about 
four, repeated solemnly, “Forever.” Then 
they bent to their labors again and Karen, 
only momentarily distracted, sank back be- 
hind the protecting dunes. 

Barely had she resumed her tangled, 
hopeless thoughts, however, when she was 
again interrupted, this time by a kind of 
choking sound, half-sob, half-gasp. Instinc- 
tively she pulled herself up to look toward 
the children, and felt a stab of swift, shocked 
sympathy. Their beautiful castle was slowly 
crumpling to the ground. As they stood 
there, disbelieving, its turrets and domes 





and walls collapsed into a heap of wet, 
formless sand. About their feet played the 
last, gently foaming curls of a sooiliing wavel 

Karen looked at the children pityingly. 
Their faces, so confident and delighted a 
moment ago, were contorted with anguish. 
The little was already puckering into 
tears; while the gt unable yet to grasp the 
tragedy, kept ing from the heap of sand 
at her feet to where the wave, now so 
innocent-looking, slid back to the ocean’s 
edge. Then, slowly, her face, too, began to 
crumple. Two big tears broke from beneath 
her lashes, and she groped blindly for the 
little boy’s hand. Sudden y Karen could bear 
it no longer. She scrambled over the dune. 

“Oh, Yon’t cry! Please don’t cry,” she 
implored. “We'll build another one—a beau- 
tiful one. I'll help.” She dropped to her knees 
beside them with but one, unreasoning de- 
termination: to stop those tears. “Look!” 
she cried, scooping up handfuls of sand, but 
the youngsters only stared at her numbly, 
seeming to ask, “Why . . . why did that one 
wave... ?” 

Karen began to talk very rapidly, even as 
her hands fashioned a new wall. “We'll 
build this one here, as far back as we can,” 
she said, “back here where the sand is still 
wet. Maybe—maybe no waves will come this 
far again. But if they do... ,” she eyed the 
children desperately, “why, we’ll—we'll just 
build another castle. Now where shall we 
put the door? Help me make the . . .” 

Suddenly, the battle was won. The chil- 
dren fell to their knees beside her and within 
seconds were working away easily. Except 
for an occasional, gratefully admiring glance, 
they forgot about Karen, and she realized 
her job was done. She backed away slowly, 
relishing the rich, warm feeling of satisfac- 
tion within her. 

The feeling was momentary, however. As 
she stood there watching the absorbed chil- 
dren, the pounding words and aching mem- 
ories rushed back once more. And now there 
was something even worse: a kind of terrible 
desolation, a deep, hopeless longing for help 
and comfort. If only somehow, somewhere, 
she could find for her own tragedy a solution 
as direct and inevitable as the one she had 
found for a ruined sand castle. 

But how can you solve the insolvable? 
How can you build a new life when you are 
dead inside? The questions struck with a 
pain almost physical and, feeling the sobs 
rise again in her throat, Karen started to 
turn back toward the sheltering dunes. 

But in the very act of turning she hesi- 
tated, held for some obscure, subconscious 
reason by the voice of the little girl. “And 
if a big old wave hits this one,” she was 
saying in her high, childish voice, “we'll just 
build another one. And another one!” 

The words, Karen’s own words, repeated 
so confidently, lingered in the air for a long 
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moment. Slowly, drawn by a strange com- 
pulsion, Karen*turned back toward the chil- 
dren, With wide, as yet uncomprehending 
eyes, she stared first at the new sand castle 
rising beneath their eager fingers, and then 
at the waves, now breaking with such de- 
ceptive regularity a safe distance away. 

The sand castle! Her mind spoke sharply. 
Why, it was like her life, up until night be- 
fore last. The children had loved it dearly, 
had expected to keep it forever—and it had 
been suddenly and utterly ruined by a force 
they could not understand. Destroyed—by 
some twist of nature’s law beyond their com- 

rehension. That single, unforeseen wave 
had been to them what—what incompatibil- 
ity was to her. A strange, inexplicable force 
that swept in, struck, and swept out, leaving 
behind intolerable, heartbreaking ruin. 

Intolerable! Heartbreaking! And yet, here 
were the children willing to build again. And 
again, if need be. “Look!” she had cried in- 
stinctively. “We'll build a new castle. And 
if that one... .” 

Karen stood motionless, gripped by the 
baffling complexity of the comparison. Was 
this, perhaps, the way life must be lived? 
Accepting the inevitable, tolerating the in- 
tolerable? Forgetting that which was beyond 
understanding, and beginning again to build 
another life, another castle? 

As she stood there on the beach, Karen 
knew she had found her answer; she had 
discovered what she must do. And though 
losing the life she had always known and 
loved would be a bitter loss, though she felt 
no great joy, no great comfort in the discov- 
ery, still she experienced the faint stirrings 
of new yer and hope. 

“We'll build this one even better,” boasted 
the little boy. 

Karen px = gently, almost sadly, to her- 
self. For she realized, deep in her heart, 
that their new castle probably would never 
seem quite so wonderful, quite so perfect 
to them as the first. 

And yet that was not the important thing! 
What was important was to begin again, to 
look forward, not back. 

Her face still sobered with concentration, 
Karen picked up her robe and bag and 
started back up the beach, toward the hotel. 
At first she walked slowly, but finally she 
broke into a run. She must get back to her 
mother and make plans. Plans about moving 
to New York and finding an apartment. Plans 
about selecting a new school . . . and begin- 
ning a new life. THE END 





















































NE DAY IN 1926, a little girl a year 
and a half old, who was just 
learning to walk, stumbled and 

hit her right knee — an iron pole 

in the yard behind her house. Her leg 
became infected, the family doctor was 
away on vacation, and her frantic parents 
called another doctor. He tried numerous 
treatments, finally decided that there was 
no hope of saving her leg because infec- 
tion was spreading so rapidly, and told 
te \s ty her parents that an amputation would 

KARE OMY | have to be performed immediately. 

} | Her father telephoned the family 
WO ite ‘ doctor. In a few hours he was at their 

2 ZY i house, had examined the leg, and was 
, ee KS] | operating on it on the kitchen table. 
il - That operation saved her leg, but a long 

period of recuperation followed. Several 

RS } times each day, for more than a year, 

her mother massaged the unused muscles 
to restore their strength. Then, gradually, 
 ¢ the little girl started walking again; but 

{ , . t ? the doctor feared that she would always 

f have a slight limp and that she would 
never be able to take part in sports. 

In July, 1951, that girl became the ten- 

i nis champion of the world at Wimbledon. 
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Doris Hart conquered a physical 
handicap to achieve victory 





JULY, 1953 



















































— 


Her name is Doris Hart, and this summer 
she js going after one of the few big titles 
that\ have eluded her—the American sin- 
gles championship. So close has she come 
to winning it, she has called it a “jinx,” 
which she is determined to beat. That 
attitude is typical of the tall, slender girl 
whose smile and disposition have won 
her thousands of friends, and yet who 
has the all-important “drive to win” on 
the tennis court. 

As we go to press, Doris has defeated 
Shirley Fry of Akron, Ohio, in the 
British women’s singles finals at Guilford 
—her fourth consecutive victory in Eu- 
rope. A week before she had won the 
Rome International crown from Maureen 
1 Connolly. 
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S The long way to the Wim- 
bledon championship for Doris was 
founded on courage and determination 
against odds that would have been hope- 
less obstacles to lesser souls. The title 
she has won has far more significance 
than can possibly be shown on the gold 
cup that bears her name, or on the plaque 
where her name appears along with an 
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illustrious list of Wimbledon champions 
—the plaque that hangs on the wall of 
the entrance to the All England Club, 
at the famous suburb near London. 


Doris lost her world’s championship 


title in 1952 to a sporadically great 


player, Pat Todd, in the Wimbledon 
uarter-finals. But she went on to win 
the ladies’ doubles with her friend and 
partner, Shirley Fry, and the mixed 


doubles with the Australian sensation, 


Frank Sedgman, now a professional with 
the Jack Kramer tour. 

In the national championship in Sep- 
tember, 1952, after moving like a steam 
roller through most of her half of the 
draw—and a formidable entry it was— 
she came up against Maureen Connolly— 
holder of the American singles title—in the 


final round at Forest Hills. She lost the first 


set 2-6, but was outhitting her opponent 
in the second, after being down 2-5, with 
flat drives on forehand and backhand, 
crisp, angled volleys, and services of 
speed and placement that put Maureen 
off-balance at the beginning of the game 
and left her there. 

There is a saying among those who 
know Doris’ game: “As her service goes, 
so goes her game.” The reason is that 
her game is built on attack. Since she 
has no weakness in stroke equipment, 
once she has put her opponent on the 
defensive with her service, she can go 
to the net behind forehand or backhand 
or half volley, and once there, is so 
punishing overhead that a lob has to be 
almost perfect to evade her reach. 

In this national championship finals, 
Doris gave Maureen just five points as 
she drew level at 5-5. When she“lost-4her 
second set and the match at 5T, she had’ 
done_everything, i éemed, (that airy, 
player Ep AH Talon ould do _ against 
Little Me.” Let tT 


Having phyed! this sort of 


tough and sométimes frpstrating -com-| 


etitive tennis for | twenty, years, I -stand 
Fs admiration of Doris Hart; 


Forest Hills, she should! be 4 very special 
example bf the heights to which: a detér- 
mined Sportswoman Gan tise. | 
I first saw Doris play at the Longwood 
Gricket Cinb in Brodk bine; Massachusetts: 


|_| 77942, peter ‘Osbomne~“(now, Mrs, 4 
Willian | -da7/ Ponts) 


3 Jr:) \sevéral |times 
Gnal| singles champion, défeatéed’ her 


was} Written“about that match, but it 


L} f hr third“ round jp three “sets. Little 


| WwaslobVious that Doris’ fluent strokes and 
[ powerfi 1, if erratic, service and net game 
/Were;Somneday going to come into their 


her leg held up under tough 


- ~ competition. At this time, it was obvious 


that she didn’t have the speed of foot 


of her opponents, and that she was trying 


Doris’ play is marked by merciless 
drives and cross-court volley shots 


salt syater, | if 
id 
) Whiether or! ‘i lol acen 
_net; she Wwins the top laurels at Wim- 


Ti é, Standing: a 
Heda | aghin| fon beats | the’ “intx't nt! 1 sat) yc dling, 


to make up in power and pace and antici- 
pation what she lacked in mobility. 

Watching her play, it was hard to 
believe that her slightly bowed leg 
didn’t hurt as she moved from baseline 
to net and across court. If it did, she gave 
no sign of it except in her gradual failure 
to reach the wide shots. 

She went on, the next week, to win the 
national junior championship at the 
Philadelphia Cricket Club. Her semi- 
finals match there, against Betty Rosen- 
quest, was a good indication of the 
honors in store for her. Down match 
point in the third set on her own service, 
Doris served a fault. Cautiously, she hit 
a second service. Her opponent netted, 
seemed to lose her nerve and, from then 
on, the champion-to-be struck out with 
merciless drives to the corners, and short 
cross-court volleys that kept her op- 
ponent hopelessly out of position and 
gave Doris that game and the decisive 
next two. 

When she won that national title, 
everyone who met Doris in a practice 
match or in a tournament knew that she 
was a player to reckon with in the major 
senior tournaments. In acclaiming her, 
the press commented on her leg, and 
several reporters stated that her lameness 
was the result of infantile paralysis. That 
false belief persisted for a long time. 


Doris Hart was born in att 
Louis, Missouri, but_she~ cals Carat} 
Gables, Florida,—home;-She_ was four 4 
ep-hef father; Robert Hart; 
», Aa; and-his,-ehildrén ‘to\” 
—Blorida” for-|biisiness reasons. He isa 


race-track-{calculstor, ‘ and Doris’ two 
eet ee Jecand Richard, work \~/. 
with thim—in| Chicago, during the-sum- 
in | Miami, during the winter: 
iwras another and more ims 
for the “move to Florida, 
Thé_dactot felt thatthe sunshine and; 


years old 


took _his-W, 


mer; and 
But there 
portant Teas 
Doris-coyld swim, would 
gthew lier leg. 
She could ainadbicorni aft began to 
the ‘outgoing 





‘tide, propel Aegs/agninst the force 
of thé ling reyaves-had the thera- 
peutic pf a doctor had hoped for. 


/ _D6ris-wegten when she started to play 
texmis< A double-hernia operation had 
"kept Her for many days in a hospital 


room overlooking the public courts at 
Coral Gables where her brother Bud 
(Robert, Jr.) had begun to play the 
game. When she was well enough to run 
around, her parents bought her a racket, 
and Bud initiated her into the game that 
she loved from the beginning and has 

never stopped playing from that day. 
Bud was a better player than Doris for 
some time. Before World War II, he was 
ranked eighteen in the men’s listing. Grad- 
ually, Doris developed the flat ground 
rn and service and the quick punch 
in her volleys that were to make her 
as fine a doubles as a singles player. 
(Continued on page 43) 
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| ee THE CORNER of her eye, Jean 
Parker caught sight of the bright 
red shirt moving across the inn’s 
wide dining room toward her table. Her 
face grew warm; her heart beat faster. 
Of all the attractive girls who were guests 
at Moose Lake Inn, Doug Nelson kept 
choosing her for his attentions. 

As he reached her side, she smiled up 
at the now familiar face, the pointed 
chin, the wide dark eyes, the dark curly 
hair. 

“Good morning,” she said, and won- 
dered why her own voice carried the 
sound of music. 

“Hi, Jean. Morning, Mr. Parker.” 

“Good morning, Doug. Have a seat.” 
Mr. Parker nodded toward a chair. 

Doug eased into it edgewise, his long 
legs sprawled out to one side. He picked 
up a fork and began to make designs on 
the doily. “Got any plans for this morn- 
ing, Jean?” 

In a quick gesture of embarrassment, 
Jean pushed back her hair. She had not 
known dating would be like this. Part of 
it was pure delight, but sometimes she 
felt too young, a little awkward. And 
now to be making a date in front of 
Daddy! 

“Nothing special,” she said. 

Mr. Parker pushed back his chair. 
“Well, I have. Game of golf. If I don’t 
get going, I'll miss my foursome.” He 
rose and laid his hand on Jean’s shoulder. 
“Be good,” he said and walked away. 

Doug leaned toward her, his face 
earnest. “Listen, Jean. I know it’s still 
pretty windy. But this is my last day. 
Let’s paddle up through the inlet?” 

Jean looked out of the big window 
beside her and saw that the lake was 
white with tumbling waves. It wouldn't 
make sense for her to go canoeing on a 
day like this. And Daddy trusted her 
judgment. It had been sort of a present 
on her last birthday, his permitting her 
to make her own decisions. 

“I don't know, Doug,” she 
“Couldn't we go on another hike?” 
“But I want to show you the inlet.” 

Jean nervously twisted her ring round 
and round on her finger. Doug did want 


said. 


It takes a date or two to give a girl confidence 


to show her that inlet. He had talked 
about it every day. But all week the 
weather had been windy and cold—too 
cold even to go for a swim. 

“Couldn't we go in a rowboat?” She 
could not bear to let him know that she 
had never been in a canoe. 

“A rowboat! What for? You can swim, 
can’t you?” 

“Mmmhmm.” Well, she could, couldn’t 
she? At least the length of the pool. 

“Come on.” 

“I'm not much at paddling.” Maybe if 
she admitted that much, he would change 
his mind. 

“I'm the man to give you some good 
pointers on that. Please, Jean.” 

His urgency tugged at her like a rope. 
But she was pretty sure Daddy would not 
approve. He had talked to her about the 
responsibility of having freedom, and he 
counted on her not to take foolish 
chances. Still, a person owed something 
to her friends, especially when she want- 
ed so much to have them like her. On a 
sudden wave of daring, she said, “Okay, 
Doug. I'll go.” 

“Swell, Jean! Swell! Let’s get going.” 

Doug jumped up, but waited to follow 
her out of the dining room. It made her 
feel grown-up and important to be lead- 
ing the way. Yet at the same time, she 
was unpleasantly conscious of the eyes 
upon her, nervous about her appearance, 
though she had on her new green slacks 
and its matching jacket. She was glad 
when they were racing across the lawn 
with the fresh mountain air cool on their 
faces. 

Inside the boathouse, their feet made 
a hollow sound on the floor. Rickie, the 
boat boy, threw aside his magazine and 
brought his tipped chair down with a 
clack. “Hello,” he said. 

“"*Lo.” Doug walked between the tiers 
of upturned boats, slapping his hand 
along their sides. “How’s about a canoe?” 
he asked. 

“A canoe?” Rickie came toward them. 
“You going far?” 

“Up through the inlet,” Doug answered. 

Rickie ran one hand through his hair. 
“Boy! Are you going to have a struggle! 


On a day like this the wind is apt to blow 
up strong by noon.” 

“My girl is game.” Doug grinned. 
“You're not afraid of a little wind, are 
you, Jean?” 

My girl! “I'm not afraid,” she said. 
Maybe she wasn’t. Maybe it was just 
Doug's words that made the tightness in 
her chest. 

While the boys argued about which 
was the best canoe, Jean walked out to 
the dock and looked at the wooded hills 
on the opposite shore. They had never 
seemed so far away. Her eyes traveled 
the whole, long length of the lake to the 
yellow speck which Doug had said was 
a sandy beach at the entrance to the 
inlet. Was it too late to back out? 

Doug and Rickie came down the ram 
with the canoe, laughing and kidding 
each other. Surely they would not behave 
in this lighthearted way if there were 
any real danger. Jean heard the canoe 
plop into the water; saw Rickie hold out 
his hand to help her in. 

“Step into the middle,” Doug advised. 

No, there was no backing out now. 
She put her foot in the exact center and 
sat down gingerly. Doug climbed into 
the stern and the canoe wobbled and 
tipped. Jean’s hands flew down to grip 
the sides. 

“Just sit tight for a minute,” Doug said. 

She caught her breath as the canoe 
moved slowly away from the dock. 

“Happy drowning,” Rickie called after 
them cheerfully. 

“Says you,” Doug shouted back, and 
they were off. 

“Now dip your paddle and pull.” Doug 
was matter-of-fact and businesslike. “Take 
it easy, though. And don’t lean toward 
the paddle.” 

Jean pulled the paddle gently through 
the water. 

Doug laughed. “Not that easy. You 
want me to do all the work?” 

She tried again. “Is this all right?” 

“Pretty good. Keep your arms straight.” 

Concentrating on her paddling, Jean 
forgot her fear. At last she caught the 
hang of it, the rhythm of her arms at one 
with Doug’s. The canoe bounced over 
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by CATHERINE MARSHALL 
Illustration by William Timmins 


the sun-bright waves, and gradually the 
opposite shore changed from woods to 
individual trees—firs mostly, their fringed 
outlines dark against the blue sky. 

“Isn't it pretty!” Jean exclaimed. 

“You aint seen nothin’ yet.” Doug was 
triumphant. 

He was also right. When they left the 
shallow, rocky end of the lake and start- 
ed up the winding channel of the inlet, 
Jean was breathless at its beauty. The 
tree-lined shores rose gently to the hills; 
each turn brought a new and more lovely 
scene; the rustle of the wind in the trees, 
an occasional bird call, and the swish of 
the canoe were the only sounds. 

“I don’t care what happens. It’s worth 
it,” Jean said. 

“I knew you'd feel that way.” 

Jean felt a tingle of happiness at the 
pleasure in his voice. What if she had 
acted against her better judgment? Doug 
liked her for it, didn’t he? 

“I'm so glad I ca—” A sudden splash 
cut off her words. “W-what was that?” 
she stammered. 

Doug chuckled. “Only a beaver. Didn't 
you see him?” 

“No, I didn’t. Will he come near the 
canoe?” she asked anxiously. 

Doug roared with laughter. “You 
baby. Of course not.” 

He began telling her what he knew 
about beavers. She only half-listened to 
his words, but his voice soothed her, 
made her forget the dangers of the world 
outside this peaceful haven. 

At the end of the channel, they beached 
the canoe and got out. They sat on a log, 
warm in the sun, and neither of them 
noticed that the (Continued on page 37) 


She gave a desperate tug on her paddle and— 
it was over before she knew what had happened 











in the 
AMERICAN GIRL 
SUBTEEN DESIGN CONTEST 


by PAT DI SERNIA 


IGHT MONTHs of teamwork reached a 
climax when the national winners 
were picked in The American Girl 

Subteen Design Contest. 

The contest revealed that there are smart 
girls everywhere. Good designs flowed in 
from all over the map. And, when the final 
judging had been completed, the winners 
were from all over the United States. So 
many designs were excellent that the four 
leading manufacturers—Joseph Love Inc., 
Lortogs, Regal Knitwear Co., Inc., Little Em- 
press Coats Inc.—who co-operated in the 
contest decided to give, in addition to the 
top prizes, twenty-three honorable-mention 
awards. Each of the girls who attained hon- 
orable mention will receive one of the win- 
ning costumes in the category of her award. 

Is the contest over? No! On these pages 
you can read about the twelve top winners, 
see their pictures and where they live. But— 
maybe you're wondering why the first-prize 
winners have their “heads turned” on the 
map. Of course, winning the big contest 
would be enough to turn their heads—but it 
wasn't that! It was just the surprise we have 
in store for them and for you—their faces 
on the cover of the August AMERICAN Gir. 
So, watch for the August issue, and meet 
the lucky girls face-to-face. 

Secret: this Subteen Design Contest won’t 
be over for a long time—not while the win- 
ning designs are on sale all over the United 


18 


States with identifying tags that read: “The 
American Girl Magazine Prize-Winning 
Fashion Design.” 

We are sure you are all interested in 
knowing something about the girls whose 
designs won national recognition in the 
subteen fashion field. Here are their thumb- 
nail biographies. 


THESE ARE exciting times for seventeen-year- 
old Charlotte Taylor of Ogden, Utah—a 
high school graduate and first-prize winner 
of the coat design, all in one year. Char- 
lotte’s interests cover a wide area. Like the 
old song, “She can bake a cherry pie,” and 
her sewing ability is outstanding too. Other 
hobbies that occupy her time are drawing, 
fashion design, and music. Winning con- 
tests is second nature to Charlotte. Last year 
she won both a pie-baking and a sewing 
contest. Her coat design was submitted 
through Z. C. M. I. of Salt Lake City. 


THE ATTRACTIVE first-prize dress design sub- 
mitted through Filene’s of Boston is the 
creation of Sally Hanlon, a seventeen-year- 
old high school senior. One of six children, 
Sally, who is a Girl Scout Aide, lives in 
Needham, Massachusetts. Dress designing 
is only ane of a varied repertoire of interests 
ranging from painting Christmas cards and 
pottery to athletic endeavors. This summer 
will find Sally a camp counselor giving her 








attention to swimming, art, and music. Her 
job as make-up editor for her school paper 
is one of her favorite preoccupations. 


MARION JANE TOWNEND, sixteen-year-old 
high school junior of Charlotte, North Caro- 
lina, was the inspired creator of the first- 
prize sweater design which was submitted 
through The Mellon Co. Her interest in all 
the arts comes naturally, as her mother plays 
the cello and her father was an accomplished 
pianist during his lifetime. Drawing and 
folk dancing are two of her current enthusi- 
asms, and she plans to continue her studies 
on these subjects this summer. This is Jane’s 
second contest prize. At fourteen she won a 
Handicap Poster Contest for which she was 
awarded a trip to the nation’s capital. 


FRIENDS AND RELATIVES of Delaine Knapp, 
Atlanta, Georgia, weren’t too surprised to 
learn she had won first prize with her origi- 
nal sportswear design submitted through 
Rich’s of that city. This fifteen-year-old 
high school junior has always been inter- 
ested in fashion and has a special knack 
for interpreting smartness and individuality 
in her own clothes. In addition to her regu- 
lar school work she is studying art, costume 
designing, and has been a band flutist for 
seven years. Formerly a Girl Scout First 
Class, this busy miss finds time to participate 
in many church and youth activities. 
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THIRTEEN-YEAR-OLD Elissa Imbriaio of Eliz- 
abeth, New Jersey, is the clever originator 
of the second-prize coat design which was 
submitted through R. J. Goerke Co. She is 
a student at Cleveland Junior High School 
and gets top grades in sewing and em- 
broidery. As a member of the school student 
council she devotes much of her time to 
student activities. Drawing and playing the 
piano are her favorite extracurricular in- 
terests. 


KANSAS IS KNOWN for many fine things, not 
the least of which are its capable citizens. 
Sixteen-year-old Carol Chase of Kansas City 
gives evidence of this by her winning second- 
prize dress design which was submitted 
through Macy’s of Kansas City, Missouri. 
Carol's interest in fashion design goes way 
back, and it is her ambition to make that 
her career. 


CHICAGO IS very proud of Evelyn Samuels 
whose original sweater design, submitted 
through Marshall Field’s, won second prize. 
This sixteen-year-old high school student 
has many hobbies but considers drawing, 
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Evelyn Samuels 


Jacqueline Kohley 





Delaine Knapp 


painting, and fashion designing her special 
favorites. 


A CUTE THREE-PIECE sportswear design sub- 
mitted through the John C. MacInnes’ De- 
partment Store of Worcester won second 
prize for Carolyn Pizan, East Millbury, 
Massachusetts. This fifteen-year-old high 
school sophomore is taking commercial 
courses for a secretarial career. She is an 
avid reader and her favorite subject is Eng- 
lish. The excellence of her design is espe- 
cially unusual considering that she has never 
taken any art lessons. Drawing and designing 
are hobbies that always bring her much 
pleasure. 


OUR THIRD-PRIZE coat winner, thirteen-year- 
old Jacqueline Kohley of Pittsburgh, Penn- 
sylvania, is being graduated from grade 
school this summer. Her many interests 
range from fashion and art to ball games 
and roller skating. She has a big ambition 
for the future—to _ Bean a fashion illustrator 
or designer. pea design was sub- 
mitted through Joseph Horne’s Department 
Store. 
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Carolyn Pizan 





Sheila Sullivan 





Marion Jone Townend 


SPRINGFIELD, NEW JERSEY’s valuable con- 
tribution to the design contest is Sheila Sul- 
livan. This thirteen-year-old high school 
freshman won third prize with an original 
double-feature dress Lonel which was sub- 
mitted through R. J. Goerke Co. of Eliza- 
beth. Sheila is a well-rounded personality 
with interests in sports, sewing, and music. 


WE DON’T THINK the California sunshine had 
anything to do with it, but the State can boast 
of a very talented thirteen-year-old citizen in 
the person of Nancy Hunt of San Diego. 
Her original sweater design, submitted 
through Bullock’s of Los Angeles, won third 
prize in competition with many others. 
Nancy, an eighth-grade student at Roosevelt 
Junior High, has a special fondness for fash- 
ion design, drawing, and painting ceramics. 


ALEXA MacLEOD, TIPP CiTY, Ohio, has the dis- 
tinction of being our youngest prize winner. 
This twelve-year-old Girl Scout from Lone 
Troop 1 won third prize with her un- 
usually attractive sportswear design which 
was submitted through the Elder & John- 
ston Department (Continued on page 33) 
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eauty on the each 


by FAY ALCOTT 


Drawing by Seymour Nydorf 


a beaeh beauty whose nose became a red blob and ; 
whose hair turned to straggly straw. No reward is needs to pay attention to beauty 
offered, for she’s a smart girl and will find herself. F f 
Is she you? Let’s hope not! For when the gang is having a and good grooming, trom tip to toe 
wonderful time, splashing in the waves and cavorting on the 
golden sand, you've a right to be a lovely part of the fun. And perhaps a sweater for chilly moments; and a cartwheel hat to 


you can—with caution and a bit of foresight. But remember defy the sun when it gets too blistering will be as useful as your 
that the clever maid takes as much care of her beauty in the bathing cap. 


| Po between the boardwalk and the waterline— Tg be popular in the summertime, a girl 


out-of-doors as she does when off to the senior prom. Beauty is That more or less sums up the outfit—now for the girl. In 
only one-tenth nature-given “for free”—the other nine tenths summer your grooming shows more because there’s more of 
you earn for yourself. you that shows. Like the butterfly, you emerge from your 
With this hard truth in mind, let’s consider how to earn that cocoon of winter tweeds and scarfs and galoshes into the broad 
summertime glamour that will make you a success. daylight. So look to yourself! 
BATHING SUIT. Yours will be neat and trim, the sort that HAIR: Cut it short or keep it long, but have it under control. 


enhances your good points and hides your worst ones. If you Windblown strands may set poets and painters vibrating, but 
ate too much pie all winter and too little meat, you'll be wily — only when they don’t have to chew them or catch them in the 
now and shop for a pretty half-skirt number that camouflages eye with a sudden turn of the breeze. The practical young 
the pads on your thighs. Meantime you'll start right in taking poets who frequent most beaches would be sure to vote for a 
them off, with more beach lunches of hard-cooked eggs and neat hairdo. You can arrive at this in a number of ways. Short 
fruit, less candy and soda pop. If you're scrawny because hair is easiest, especially if shaped by a professional in a simple 
you've been growing too fast, the dressmaker suit will add to style—perhaps cut so as to accentuate the natural wave, even 
your allure. Or you might try little-boy shorts that don’t cut when your hair is damp. 
into your flesh so much. Only if, standing before your mirror, A good home permanent—get your girl friend to help—will 
you glimpse a vision that’s straight and tall as a young pine, give you the curls nature failed to provide. But after each 
sleekly proportioned and flat through the hips, will you risk dunking, as after each shampoo, you'll need to set them again. 
the once-over of your summer playmates in a one-piece job. Hold on to that long hair if you like it long, but keep it 
When this basic item is decided on, treat it as kindly as if it where it belongs. Tie it-in a ponytail with a ribbon, or a rubber 
were an evening gown. Rinse it after wearing, and shower _ band covered with a ribbon. Get those tresses off your hot neck 
yourself, too—for sand, salt, and perspiration are the reverse of | with a topknot by first catching all the hair in a rubber band, 
beauty aids. And by the way, get a suit that can be made strap- __ then coiling and securing it with plastic hairpins or firm combs. 
less for sunning, or you may have to wear its design on your Or plait the hair into braids and pin these over your head 
shoulders, along with your frilliest cotton party dress. coronet-style, with a bow above each temple—or let the braids 
While you're shopping for the right suit, you might let your hang straight down, little-sister style. Decide for yourself which 
fancy roam to a colorful beachcoat or candy-striped towel; style you prefer—for cool comfort and (Continued on page 46) 
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LL ABOARD! Yes, indeed, it’s you, off 

A to see how green the grass grows, 

how blue the sky, on the other 

side of your State, the other side of the 

United States—perhaps, even, on the 
other side of the. world! 

But wait—maybe youre not quite 
ready to take off yet. You're home, stew- 
ing over a variety of vexing puzzles: what 
clothes do you take and what shall you 
pack them in; what tips do you give en 
route, and how do you conduct yourself 
in a Pullman sleeper, on plane or ship- 
board? How dreadful if you revealed 
that you were less than a seasoned globe- 
trotter! 

Don’t worry. The most seasoned have 
been known to make mistakes and fre- 
quently ask for help. But there are a few 
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things they have learned about clothes 
and about etiquette for the traveler. Let’s 
run over them quickly. They can save 
you headaches en route. 

For clothes, there are two important 
rules, no matter where youre headed. 
First, take as few as possible. Second, 
take clothes that require little fuss or 
bother. 

To be sure, what you take will depend 
on where you go. It won't be the same 
for the mountains, the seashore, a camp, 
a luxurious hotel. Are you going to swim 
or ride? Then think about swim things, 
riding togs. Will you be gone for a week 
end, a week, a month, or—lucky you!— 
all summer? These things make a big 
difference in the clothes you decide to 
take along. 


No matter where or how you travel, 
you will need a robe. It should ' be simple, 
to save travel space. Include slippers, 
preferably the folding travel kind or flat 
mules. If you travel by Pullman, it’s a 
good idea to pack your pajamas or 
nightie, robe, slippers, and toothbrush 
where they will be handy at bedtime. 
Select travel clothes that don’t spot or 
muss easily. Of course, your mode of 
travel will guide you. For motoring, 
slacks are acceptable. On train, bus, or 
plane, a simple dress or suit is smartest. 
On shipboard, much depends on the 
kind of passage you are taking. Certainly 
you will need a more extensive wardrobe 
in first class on a luxury liner than in 
tourist cabin on a smaller steamer. Here’s 
where your travel agent can help by sug- 
gesting what’s usually worn by passen- 
gers with your type of accommodation. 
Hats and shoes are big packing prob- 
lems. For most trips, you can make do 
with one smallish hat for travel and 
formal daytime wear. For evenings you 
may go bareheaded or wear an ornament 
in your hair. Shoes are another matter. 
Your feet need a rest, so take along at 
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Here are tips to help smooth 
the wrinkles of worry from your 
brow while you are traveling 


least one extra pair of comfortable, well- 
fitted shoes, even on short trips. And if 
youre headed for Europe, be sure to 
have good, comfortable walking shoes. 
Many new model shoes, of cotton cloth, 
straw, and leather, can be easily cleaned 
with a well-squeezed sponge dipped in 
soapy water. 

Nylon undies also will save you a lot 
of worry. Take the knitted kind that can 
be whisked out in suds, hung on a rack 
in the bathroom, and will be dainty and 
fresh by morning, ready to wear or pack 
without ironing. They take little room, 
too, and don’t wrinkle. Wrinkling can be 
a nuisance, but there are many wonder- 
ful new fabrics that are crease-resistant, 
even permanently pleated, and therefore 
pack well. And you might ask your local 
sewing center about a small, folding iron 
that is a real boon to the traveler. 

In packing, fold your clothes neatly, 
using tissue in the folds of dresses and 
suits to prevent creasing. Shake the gar- 
ments out and hang them up as soon as 
you arrive. With (Continued on page 39) 











Ode at Twilight 
First Poetry Award 


Good-night, New York 

Your massive towers close their eyes 

To oblivious things. 

Around you the heavy smog-filled air 

Rises to freedom. 

The sun, so long a captive of your for- 
bidding structures. 

Is at last liberated. 

Your song of tramping feet and working 

men 

Grows fainter 

As the soft veil of twilight guards 

Over you zealously. 

Hush! See, New York is growing sleepy 

Tomorrow she rises with the dawn. 

Till then— 

Good-night, New York. 


KATHRIN PERUTZ (age 14) Kew Gardens, New York 


Girl on the Wharf 
First Nonfiction Award 


I walked slowly, as though held by a mag- 
net. I listened and trembled. A squall was 
coming, a wild tempestuous squall. The water 
under the docks no longer peacefully mur- 
mured and gurgled. It squished in an under- 
tone of threat and preparation. A small card- 
board box, tossed from a ship, spun in small 
circles as though ruled by a secret current. 
Clouds of cold gray mist hung above the har- 
bor. The water had turned green, gray, and 
whitecapped blue in streaks and swirled 
designs. The gulls came in circled flight, tip- 
ping their wings—now rigid, floating in the 
quickly rising wind, dirty wet-gray gulls, 
feathery pure-white gulls, one-eyed and lame, 
delicate and young—all came shrieking and 
screaming over the docks and over the city 
houses beyond; came with a rush of wildness 
and a hint of the untamable, sharing the 
civilized world because shelter was needed. 
For a moment they shared the city with 
humans who went inside and closed their 
windows and doors against the storm. 

A wild excitement filled me. I ran. My 
scarf blew off and tumbled along the wharf 
in a gust of wind. The rain began, a drop 
at the time, methodically and slow, gaining 
speed and strength, tapping and clattering on 
a corrugated tin roof. The wind, rain, and 
sea rose and fell in a fierce attempt to redeem 
the city of iron and brick to nature. I clung 
to a piling and watched in fascination as 
wires and loose boards were ripped from a 
building. I gasped as the wind seemed to hit 
me from all sides. 

Nature’s forces were loosed in one gigantic 
surge, loosed to do as they willed. The rush- 
ing forces of the wind called to my mind an 
image of a human being, a woman shrieking 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 


nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 50 for details 


and flinging herself about. A woman with 
long scraggly hair, and clawlike limbs beating 
the sea to a froth, shaking and thrashing 
about as though pained and tortured by a 
tearing disease. The rain, like tears of dis- 
tress and desperation, filled gutters and 
turned holes into muddy puddles. 

Nature’s forces beat savagely against me. 
I stood wet and cold, yet thrilled with the 
primitive power. My senses caught and em- 
braced each new crescendo. The woman of 
the wind unleashed her fury completely, 
flinging her arms faster and faster—then her 
heart suddenly stopped and she was still. 

The sea’s face smoothed and gentled as the 
rain stopped, and the newly washed sky shone 
with a quiet spring gray. A silence followed, 
the anger was spent, nature was once more 
at peace. And towering behind the tired and 
retreating storm stood the city of steel and 
stone. 


























ART AWARD: 
PATTY DALTON 
(age 12) 

Saint Paul, Minnesota 


FIRST 

PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
JANYCE NOTOPOULOS 
(age 13) 

Sewickley, Pennsylvania 


The sea gulls flew back to their accustomed 
resting places in the coves. I retrieved my 
muddy scarf and went home. 


JOAN H. NIELSEN (age 16) Seattle, Washington 


The Fisherman 
First Fiction Award 


He was a slender ramrod standing on the 
dune, silhouetted against the sky. He shud- 
dered as the ocean blew its breath through 
his thin shirt. The slight figure, so alone in 
the darkness, cowered as the surf roared and 
a thousand shadows stood ready to pounce 
upon him. The waves rolled halfway to the 
foot of the dune—and then back, always back, 
gaining only inches in thousands of years. 
Above the drumming of the surf he could hear 
her voice... 

“It ain’t fair, Cal. You work and work, and 
then all the fun’s gone out of you and you 
can’t play. You catch a few fish and make a 
few dollars and live on salt herring and beans 
and maybe a few collard greens that you raise. 
It ain’t no life for you, Cal. It’s the sea, son. 
It’s evil, I tell you, evil! Get away from it, son. 
It'll kill-you. It killed your father, and look at 
me—see what it’s done to me.” 

He pictured her in his mind. His mother— 
a small, wrinkled woman with large, work- 
roughened hands and lusterless eyes—eyes bit- 
ter with the disillusionment of life. He remem- 
bered the tender look in those eyes when she 
looked at him, Cal—the only son of her hus- 
band whom the sea had killed. Yes, the sea 
had killed him. The dull ache was still there, 
after all this time, every time Cal thought of 
his father. Such a good man he was, and so 
wise in the ways of the sea and the wind. He 
knew about September storms. Why was it he 
had stayed out after the Coast Guard had 

(Continued on page 46) 
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iGo Chittlootd 


by JUDITH MILLER 


NE WHIFF of food cooking out of doors and everybody wants 

to get into the act! Nothing whets the appetite so much as 

the smell of good food cooking in the clean, fresh air. A 
backyard or porch supper, a picnic in the woods or at the shore are 
all fun, and can be as simple or as elaborate as you please. 

EQUIPMENT. Special equipment is nice to have, but not essential. 
For instance, Phyllis V. Ruhs’ family, in Kearney, Nebraska, im- 
provises a simple fireplace for their outdoor meals. Phyllis says, 
“Meats may be cooked on an oven rack (one from your range, or 
an old one kept for this purpose) or a flat piece of metal like a 
sturdy cooky sheet. Support these on large, flat stones, bricks, or 
two green logs. With some long forks, a pancake turner, and a 
couple of potholders, you are all set.” A family favorite for outdoor 
meals, she says, is Barberpole Franks. Wrap each frankfurter in a 
strip of bacon and fasten it with a toothpick. Cook on a hot grill, 
turning until the bacon is browned on all sides. A simple camp 
grid which can be pushed firmly into the ground is inexpensive and 
easy to carry. With two-pronged forks, frankfurter roasters, and 
hamburger broilers, everyone on the picnic can cook his meat to 
suit his own taste. And what tastes better than a frankfurter roasted 
on the end of a strong green stick? 

FUEL. Charcoal is available almost everywhere in lump form or in 
briquets. The lumps are cheaper, but the briquets give a more 
uniform, longer-lasting heat. When using wood, choose hard woods 
like oak, hickory, maple, or beech. Soft woods such as pine and 
poplar are not as good for cooking. 

FIRE! FIRE! Most outdoor cooking calls for a bed of hot coals. So 
light your fire at least one hour before you plan to start cooking. 
(Take time out for a game or two while the fire burns down to the 
glowing-coal stage.) We are also suggesting in our first menu a 
good way to cook with a flame fire. As a rule, foods should be 
cooked from three to five inches above the coals. If more fuel is 
needed, add it around the edges, not in the middle. You can control 
spurts of flame caused by dripping fat with a bottle of water topped 
with a clothes sprinkler. And remember: ALWAYS make absolutely 
certain that every spark of fire has been put out before you leave 
the site of your outdoor party. 

For the first menu, we suggest a Sand-Bucket Dinner, which 
can begin cooking as soon as your fire is well started. At home, cut 
frying chicken into serving pieces, dip into seasoned flour, and cook 
quickly in hot fat, just long enough to brown. Remove from pan 
and cool. Remove shucks from as many ears of corn as you will need. 
Spread corn with softened butter or margarine and sprinkle with 
salt. Scrub an equal number of baking potatoes. Wrap each piece 
vf chicken, each ear of corn, and each potato carefully in a piece 
of wax paper or aluminum foil. Then wrap each bundle in another 
layer of paper or foil. 

Place a two-inch layer of moist sand in the bottom of a clean 
metal pail or a #10 can. Pack the food bundles into the pail, with 
more moist sand around and over them. Be sure the bundles do not 
touch one another or ihe sides of the pail. When nearly full, cover 
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Dad cooks a steak, but the 


youngsters settle for franks 


A cold, hearty salad is 
delicious for any outdoor meal 





Best Foods, Inc. 


the top layer carefully with another two-inch layer of moist sand. 

At the picnic, put the pail right in the flames, and keep the fire 
burning steadily. It will take an hour to an hour and a half for the 
food to cook, depending on the size of the potatoes. Empty the 
pail on the ground. The outer wrappings of the food will be sandy. 
Open them carefully. The inside wrapping will be clean—and full 
of mighty good eating! 

For the rest, add whatever you like in the way of pickles, tomatoes, 
buns, a beverage, and dessert. 


For a ready-to-eat picnic lunch you might have stuffed buns, 
mes chips, apple-carrot salad, chocolate cake, and whatever 
yeverage you prefer. Claire Yvonne Boivin has sent the recipe for 
Stuffed Buns from Mexico, Maine. 


STUFFED BUNS 


2 tablespoons chopped stuffed olives 
2 tablespoons chopped onion 
Ye cup mayonnaise 
8 to 10 hamburger or frankfurter 
buns, split 
Mix first seven ingredients. Fill buns with mixture. Serve cold, 
or wrap in aluminum foil and heat over hot coals until cheese is 
melted. 


4 hard-cooked eggs, chopped 

1 (7oz.) can tuna fish 

% pound American cheese, grated 
2 tablespoons sweet pickle relish 


APPLE—CARROT SALAD 
% cup finely 
chopped nuts 
% to % cup mayonnaise 
(Continued on page 27) 


Dash salt 
2 tablespoons orange 
or pineapple juice 


3 large unpeeled apples 
3 carrots, shredded 
1 cup chopped celery 
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Be a quick-change artist. Choose double- 


feature fashions that keep you well-dressed 


from morning to night, from season to season. 


You can buy them at the stores on page 44 


A pretty summer cotton goes to school. Semiteen’s cool Ever- 
glaze cotton has full skirt and huge cuffed pockets. Plastic 
belt gives a slim look. Shirt front is topped by tiny collar. 
Dyed-to-match shrug will keep you warm for school. Navy with 
red, gray with maize, gold with red. 8-14 subteen. About $8 
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Changes to suit the occasion. Cotton dress 
by Jack Spiro has full, gathered skirt with 
button-back bodice. Cuffs on short sleeves 
are pert and button-trimmed. The high, rolled 
collar has removable tie so you can add a 
bright scarf or a pretty pin. Belt is plastic 
patent with medallion trim. Comes in brown 
and gray. Sizes 10-14 subteen. About $8 


PHOTOGRAPHS AND DRAWINGS 
BY HANK SCHNEIDER 


GLOVES BY WEAR RIGHT 
SHOES: TEEN AGER BY BUSTER BROWN 
JEWELRY BY CORO 


Suzy Brooks’ attractive Galey and 
Lord gingham dress, far left, has a 
gathered skirt and slim top. White 
dickey front with turn-back collar 
ends in a low scooped neck outlined 
with covered buttons. Remove the 
dickey and you have a lovely party 
dress. White accent is repeated on 
cuffs of short sleeves. In blue with 
black, red with black. 8-14 subteen. 
About $11. Left: Night and day 
you'll be pretty in Paramount’s full- 
skirted Everglaze polished-cotton 
tweed dress. Box-pleated stand-up 
collar extends to waist. For dress- 
up, use the aluminum mask belt; 
for school, a plain patent. Comes 
in melon, green, gold, blue, all 
with black. 8-14 subteen; about $11 
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Each Pattern 30c 


Halters 
4641 


4641: Two entirely different versions of the indispensable halter 
are included in this pattern for sizes 12-20. In cool Bates cotton, 
each is as smart for dress as for sports. For size 16, the top hal- 
ter needs 134 yards 35” material; the polka dot takes 14% yards 


9148: An easy-to-make, wrap-around skirt that opens flat for iron- 
ing is just the thing for summer. A real plus-value in this skirt— 
shown here in Avondale denim—are the big, tuckaway pockets. 
Sizes: small, medium, large. Medium takes 3144 yards 35” fabric 





Drawings by Florence Maier 


4677: A billowy skirt and a deep-V bodice with pert shoulders 
make a cool and crisp warm-weather frock. There are only four 
main parts in this pattern for sizes 11-17, which can be made as a 
date dress or a sun dress. In 35” material, size 13 needs 454 yards 


9141: With its brief jacket to button on in a jiffy, here is a per- 
fect around-the-clock summer dress. For that special date, make it 
in a dainty cotton and wear it over a swirling pettiskirt. Sizes 11-17. 
Size 13 takes 4% yards 35” fabric for dress; 1 yard for jacket 


These patterns may be purchased from The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 East 44th Street, 
New York City 17. When ordering, be sure to enclose the correct amount for each pattern (sorry, 
no C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the postage. There is a clipout order blank on page 49. 
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Let’s Ge Outdoors 
(Continued from page 23) 


Dice apples and combine with carrots, 
celery, and nuts. Combine remaining in- 
gredients. Pour over apple mixture and toss 
lightly with a fork. Chill thoroughly before 
packing into a bowl (you can make a good, 
tight cover with aluminum foil) and wrap 
in several thicknesses of newspaper. 

This recipe was sent by Diana Glover 
of Rochester, New York. 


Shirley Trimmer, of Genoa, Nevada, likes 
this cake for outdoor meals. It can be served 
from the pan in which it is baked, or cut into 
squares and wrapped in wax paper. 


EASY CHOCOLATE CAKE 
cup boiling water 2 cups sifted cake flour 
cup chopped dates or 3 tablespoons cocoa 


—— 


raisins 1 teaspoon cinnamon 
1 teaspoon soda Y% teaspoon salt 
1 cup sugar 1 teaspoon vanilla 


a 


cup mayonnaise 1 cup chopped nuts 

Pour water over dates and soda and let 
cool. Mix sugar and mayonnaise. Sift flour, 
cocoa, cinnamon, and salt together. Add to 
sugar mixture and stir well. Add vanilla, 
nuts, and date mixture and blend well. Pour 
into a 9” x 9” x 2” pan (lined on bottom 
with wax paper). Bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 35 minutes, or until done. Cool in 
pan five minutes; then loosen from sides of 
pan with a knife, turn out and cool on rack. 
When cold, slip the pan over the cake and 
turn right side up. Frost with favorite icing. 


For a back-yard supper, Jacqueline Nese 
of Jersey City, New Jersey, likes: 


CORNED-BEEF PATTIES 

4 cups chopped cold % cup chopped onion 

corned beef Y% teaspoon pepper 
2 cups chopped boiled Dash nutmeg 

potatoes 

Melted butter or margarine 

Mix all ingredients except butter and 
form into patties. Brush with butter. Broil 
slowly, or heat thoroughly in a skillet. 


Serve these patties with buns, corn on the 
cob, and this salad, which is a picnic favorite 
with Nancy Gilmore’s family in Bristolville, 
Ohio. 


VEGETABLE SLAW 
3 hard-cooked eggs 3 tablespoons chopped 


4 cups shredded cab- pimiento 

bage 1 tablespoon grated 
1% cups shredded onion 

carrots Cream Dressing 


Cut eggs in halves; remove yolks. Chop 
whites; mash or sieve yolks. Combine chop- 
ped whites, cabbage, carrots, pimiento, and 
onion in a large bowl and chill. Just before 
serving, mix the yolks with Cream Dressing, 
pour over salad, and toss lightly. Serves 6. 
Cream Dressing: 

% teaspoon dry 1 tablespoon sugar 
mustard 3 tablespoons vinegar 

1% teaspoons salt % cup light cream 

Ye teaspoon pepper 

Combine dry ingredients and vinegar. 
Add cream gradually, mixing well. 


For the October issue we thought our 
readers would like recipes for Halloween 
party fare, particularly dishes that carry out 
the traditional orange-and-black of the night 
of witches and hobgoblins. Why not share 
your favorite recipe with other readers of 
the magazine? We will pay $1 for each 
recipe printed. See page 49 for rules. 
THE END 
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Keep a Recipe 
Scrapbook 


Make and serve this easy 
luncheon salad yourself 

...it/ll help you earn your 
Cook Proficiency Badge!* 


“Company Coming” Ham Salad 


| Such an impressive salad, yet soeasy cream, 1 tsp. Best Foods Mustard- | 
to prepare! And wait’ll you taste the —_ with-Horseradish. Mix with 3 c. sliv- 

| “just right” flavor added by the Whole- _ ered ham, 4 hard-cooked eggs, diced, | 
Egg Mayonnaise! “Company Coming” _1 c. diced celery. Arrange in mound, 

| Ham Salad: Blend % c. Best Foods or _— garnish with tomato and watercress. | 

® Hellmann’s Real Mayonnaise, 2 tbs. | Top with Real Mayonnaise. Serves 6. a 


You'll find so many wonderful ways 
to use Best Foods or Hellmann’s 

Real Mayonnaise . . . in salads, 
sandwiches, sauces, and baking. 
Made with freshly broken whole eggs, 
plus extra egg yolks for added 
goodness, it’s smoother in texture, 

far more delicious. In fact, no other 
mayonnaise, no “salad dressing” can 
compare with Best Foods or Hellmann’s 
—America’s favorite mayonnaise! 


*See Activities 11 and 17, 
Cook Proficiency Badge. 


To start fulfilling the require- 
ments for these activities, pre- 
pare and serve this hearty salad, 
then add the recipe to those 
you've been collecting for your 

troop or patrol recipe book. }/ 


Best Foods - Hellmann’s 


aie 


Best Foods and Hellmann's are registered trade-marks of The Best Foods, Inc, 











What Every Girl Should Know 
About PIMPLES 


Psychologists warn that pimples undermine 
self-confidence ...may even cause permanent 
damage to your personality. 


Skin Specialists warn neglect of pimples can 
result in permanent scars. CLEARASIL, the 
sensational, scientific medication especially 
for pimples may save a. from these double 
dangers. : 





NEW! Scientific c Medication ceatiite ‘Made To 


DRY UP PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED . ... Hides pimples while it works 


DOCTORS’ CLINICAL TESTS PROVE CLEARASIL, 
a new scientific advance, brings entirely new 
hope to pimple sufferers. In skin specialists’ 
tests on 202 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases 
were cleared up or definitely improved. 


AMAZING STARVING ACTION. CLEARASIL is 
greaseless and fast-drying in contact with 
pimples. It actually starves pimples because 
it helps remove the oils* that pimples “feed” 
on. And CLEARASIL is antiseptic, too... stops 
the growth of bacteria that can cause and 
spread pimples. 

INSTANT RELIEF from embarrassment because 
CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide pimples 
amazingly while it helps dry them up. Grease- 
less . . . stainless . . . pleasant to leave on day 
and night for uninterrupted medication. 


THOUSANDS HAIL CLEARASIL. CLEARASIL is 
already the largest-sellingt specific pimple 
medication in America because thousands of 
boys, girls and adults everywhere have found 
that CLEARASIL is ome medication that really 
works for them. 

GUARANTEED to work for you as it did in 
doctors’ tests, or your money back. 

Only 59¢. Economy size 98¢ —at all druggists. 


GREASELESS... STAINLESS 


if Cearas!) ° = ay 


NOW ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA (slightly more) 


*Over-activity fs certain oil glands is recognized by ae as 
@ major factor in acne. tAccording to actual store 














NEW, DIFFERENT, E4OLUS(VE 
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EARN BONUS PLAN 


pppeae ts CARDS. 


DEAL WITH A LEADER. YOU WILL EARN 
MORE MONEY IN FULL OR SPARE TIME. 
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WITH NAME IMPRINTED & UP 


STUDIOS FREE SAMPLES 





OVER 100% 


PROFIT 





and buys. Children’s books « 
gadgets + Gifts * Xmas smalhiees 
household aids + etc. BIG PROFITS 





exclusive, easy-selling AMAZING profit items. 

Send postal card today 
You take NO RISK for box assortment sam- 
ples on approval. You also get free samples 


FREE CATALOGUE Illustrates easy-to-sell personal Christmas cards, sta- 
more than 100 items ete apy — tionery, napkins. 


Yours f lli ly 100 
EARN UP TO =| $50 & MORE ponte Magn se tea Other 





PEN-’N-BRUSH STUDIOS, Dept. GS-7, 139 Duane St., N. Y. 13, N. Y. 


Don’t delay. Act. today. 
It costs nothing to try. 
Just send postal card to 




























Soft-as-down foot flattery in hand- 
beaded, ‘"'go anywhere" thong san- 
dals. Genuine Glove Elk that's wash- 
Q_ able! A hint of a heel and hidden 
. airfoam innersoles cushion your 
step. Palomino Gold, Turquoise, 
White, Red. 


TO MATCH—a roomy pouch 
bag, with identical beading and 
e 7 fringe trim. Send actual shoe size 
B” and color. Only $6.95 each sent 

pre-paid and varanteed. No 
C.O.D.'s please. 


Send 25¢ for our catalog with over 150 new gift ideas. 


we s . ” 
> Mi | i H @ FP S& sopepr. c-5 - 256 £. CONGRESS - TUCSON, ARIZONA 
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by JONNI BURKE 
Drawings by Lisl Weil 





A perfect traveling companion, this 
cleansing-tissue holder of viny! plas- 
tic containing one hundred and fifty 
tissues. It closes with a Flexigrip 
slide fastener. By Ruder and Finn, 
it's $1.25 at Hudson's, Detroit 





Make-it-yourself kit includes an. 
eight-inch felt doll with a costume 
to cut and sew. State your choice 
—Scout, Brownie, Oriental girl, or 
Scotch lass. $1 each, at Here’s How, 
590 Third Avenue, New York City 16 





For indoor or outdoor dining, a 
large-size place mat in plastic that 
looks just like linen. Simple design 


‘adds a touch of sophistication. 


59¢. All colors. Hedwin Corp. 
1525 West 41 Street, Baltimore 11 


Please order items direct from stores 
listed and mention The American Girl. 
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Hostess gifts that say 
a charming “Thank you.” 
Yours for $3 each or less 





“Lift up the latch” . . . but here's 
a much prettier latch than in the 
story of Little Red Riding Hood. 
Made of gold-finished metal, both 
pins are $1* each. By Sperry Crafts- 
men at Altman’s, New York City 16 





For sportswear, dog-collar anklets 
by Rudin and Roth. Triple-roll 
anklets of soft-spun cotton with 
nylon-reinforced heel and toe, in 
sizes 7-11. White only. Three pairs, 
$1.00 at Gimbel’s, New York City 1 





A priceless gift—replicas on parch- 
ment paper of the three basic 
documents of freedom—the Consti- 
tution, Bill of Rights, and Declara- 
tion of Independence. $1 a set. Jeff 
Elliot, Station C, Flushing 67, N. Y. 


* Please add 20% Federal tax 
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EXTRA MONEY 
COMES EASY 


Show the Unusual! 


Make $50 on 50 Boxes 
Of Sensational New 
COLOR-CHROME 

Cards 















GLO-IN-THE-DARK 
Ornaments 
OVER 150 NEW & 


IT’S EASY—ENJOYABLE 














nute jame. 
Roa SAMPLES iy 











Now, you can get—at absolutely NO 
COST—a full box of lovely Christmas Cards 
with your own name printed on them, just by show- 













ing our beautiful new Christmas Cards and gift novelties to 
friends. And you'll earn money-to-spend—$10, $25, $50 and 
more— besides. Sound easy? It costs you nothing to see for 
yourself how amazingly easy it really is! 


YOU NEED NO EXPERIENCE! 
Show excitingly different line . . . 
make biggest earnings in your 
spare time! New idea COLOR- 
CHROME Personalized Christ- 
mas Cards with life-like color 
photos sell on sight. You make 
$1.00 profit on each box! Big de- 
mand for profitable GLO-IN- 
THE-DARK Christmas Orna- 
with amazi yate: 

Ie ary . Sets 


















light. FREE SAMPLES sell 
both money-makers for you. 

GET SAMPLES ON FREE TRIAL 
150 other fast-sellers add to your 
earnings: MAGIC LEAF that 
shines silverware by a touch; new 
and different Christmas and Ev- 
eryday Cards; Name-In-Skirt 


ments on approval and other 
samples FREE. Midwest Card 
Co., 1113 Washington Avenue, 
Dept.10-M,St. Louis 1, Missouri. 


SEND 111d Washington Aves’. Louts 1, Mlssourt 





Please send offer of MY OWN CHRISTMAS CARDS AT NO 


oy COST, Lee oom, boxes on approval and FREE 











Address. 








TODAY! Aa 
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CARD CO., Dept. 10-M 











































































set 
off 


your 
elaicolal 
with 


our 


romper short 
2.95 


Take a cooling dip . . . then take to our 
darling thirsty terry-cloth suit for a quick 
dry-off, or a romp on the boardwalk! 
Smart idea for back-yard sunning, too! 
Its smooth-fitting elasticized waistline 
gives you that “‘little-middle” look you 
love! In white only. Small, medium, large. 


JOHN R. JONES, DEPT. AG7 BOX 89 
14 DIVISION ST., PEEKSKILL, N. Y. 
Please send me (add 20c for handling): 

















ITEM SIZE 
Romper Short @ $2.95 
0 Check (J Money Order 0 Co.D. 
Name 
Address 
City Zone ___ State 





MONEY BACK GUARANTEE WITHIN 10 DAYS 
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be my lawyer.” He grinned. “Modest kid!” 

“At least you were honest.” 

“Tell me about your old school,” he said, 
as he bent over Stinky. “I’m interested.” 

It was the first time anyone had shown 
any interest in Westmorland, so she told 
him about her friends, about the stables 
and the long rides out to the old wishing 
well; about Miss Ardyce, who had learned 
hockey in England; and about Miss Patrice 
with her gray silk dresses and heirloom 
cameos. She told him of the beautiful old 
Virginia plantation on which the school 
stood. “You could walk all afternoon and 
never leave the school grounds.” 

When he had finished working on the car, 
she went over to him and asked, “Do you 
think I'm high-hat?” 

He shook his head. “Who said you were?” 

“Bo Skinner. Because I wouldn't give him 
a date.” 

“You mustn’t mind Bo. He talks without 
thinking.” 

“I suppose it’s because he’s so important 
in school. Does that give him the right to 
say anything he wants?” 

“No. But Bo’s just himself.” He shrugged. 
“The way you're you and I'm me.” 

“It seems to me he was patronizing to 
you, too. He acts as if he thinks he’s more 
important than you.” 

“He is. I've been trying to play football 
for four years, and the best I can do is get 
on the reserves. Bo’s the best athlete New 
Sharon High has ever had, Jill.” He spoke 
her name softly, as if sampling its sound. 

He smiled as if to say, “No one’s to feel 
sorry for me,” and turned to test the en- 
gine. When Stinky started up, he called, “I 
guess we've licked the trouble.” 

Bo Skinner, football, Westmorland, and 
hockey were forgotten in the activity of 
getting their cars out of the barn. Dave led 
the way back to Bayberry Lane. He got out 
of his car and came over to stand next to 
Stinky while she thanked him. “I enjoyed 
talking to you, Dave.” 

“I liked it, too.” She felt a warm glow 
then, as if there might be a happy side to 
being in New Sharon. “And don’t mind 
Bo,” he went on. “He’s all right when you 
get to know him.” 

Jill was irked. Dave didn’t have to sell 
Bo Skinner to her. “Thanks for the advice. 
teacher. I'll remember it the next time Bo 
Skinner asks me for a date.” 

Unflustered, Dave laughed. His laugh 
was so full of humor, so warm and chuckly, 
that she had to join him. Then, just before 
she headed Stinky up the hill, she called 
to him, “Drop in and see us some evening. 
Dad’s always glad to meet a future client.” 


When Jill reported for hockey 
practice the next day, Mrs. Sargent called 
her to one side. 

“jill,” she said, “I'd like to try a new 
experiment. You've had so much hockey 
training at Westmorland and hockey camps. 
How would you feel about acting as as- 
sistant coach?” 

Jill considered the request. At Westmor- 
land she had often coached the younger 
girls, but this would be different. She would 
be in charge of resentful contemporaries like 
Helen Janowski and Chris Robinson. Yet 
something within her rose to the challenge. 

“I'd like to have a try at it,” she told 
Mrs. Sargent. 


Geal fer Jill (Continued from page 11) 





“Good. Take over today while I'm with 
the tennis teams. Play the varsity against the 
juniors and concentrate on keeping the girls 
in their positions.” 

As the girls took their places on the field, 
Chris Robinson glared at Jill and muttered 
to one of the fullbacks. Jill knew that until 
this year Chris had played center forward, 
the position Jill now held, and that Chris 
hated her new position as center halfback. 
It did not matter to Chris that she made a 
much better center halfback. She preferred 
the limelight and the power of her former 
position, and the switch had made her more 
bitter than ever toward Jill. Now as Chris 
slashed the turf with her hockey stick Jill 
could almost hear her vehement, “I'll be put 
off the team before I take orders from that 
girl from Westmorland.” 

Jill hesitated with the whistle raised to- 
ward her lips. Doubts crowded in on her. 
Others beside Chris showed signs of rest- 
lessness and disapproval. Suddenly she felt 
inadequate. She knew how to play hockey, 
but suppose these girls, so quick to show 
their emotions, rebelled against her? 

Her own voice, clear and firm, surprised 
her. “When I blow the whistle, I want you 
to stop dead in your tracks, so I can make 
my point clear.” There were no violent re- 
actions so she blew the starting whistle. 

The two center forwards—Diddy Hilton 
was substituting for Jill—faced each other 
for the bully. The varsity won it, and the 
ball was rushed toward the striking circle. 
Jill blew two short blasts. 

“Forward line out of position,” she called. 
“A varsity wing has the ball but your right 
inner and right wing are off side.” 

“What do you mean, off side?” Chris chal- 
lenged her. 

“Just that. Nan Sherwood and Lefty 
Carmichael are the offenders. You were so 
anxious to get down the field that you ran 
ahead of the ball and left only one fullback 
and the goalie between you and the goal. 
That’s a foul. The B team gets a free hit.” 

“Who says it’s a foul?” Chris moved to- 
ward Jill. 

“The rulebook says it’s a foul,” Jill an- 
swered quietly. 

Chris’s chin was thrust forward. “Maybe 
at Westmorland they changed the rules to 
suit the high-hat air of the place.” 

Jill’s hands trembled. “The rules and the 
air are the same,” she said deliberately. 
“Maybe some of the girls are different.” 

Chris scowled and muttered to herself, 
but she went back to her position. Jill had 
had the last word, but her confidence was 
shaken. She was glad when Mrs. Sargent 
came back and released her. 

The atmosphere in the dressing room 
was as seething as the turmoil inside Jill. 
The suppressed resentment was more potent 
than open strife. Only Nan Sherwood and 
Diddy Hilton showed any friendliness. 

Confused and unhappy, Jill walked across 
the schoolyard toward Stinky. She sat a 
moment in the car trying to compose her- 
self. If she looked disturbed when she 
reached home, Mother would notice it. She 
had enough to worry her nowadays without 
having Jill add to her burdens. 

The football practice had broken up and 
the boys were straggling across the parking 
lot. Jill was startled to see a face at the 
window of her car and to hear someone say, 
“Still mad at me?” 
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Beautiful religious cards 
with Scripture Text quotations 







FEATURE DELUXE 
CHRISTMAS ASSORTMENT 
21 richly decorated cards 


for selling 

only 50 boxes of 
our 300 Christmas card _/.:: 

line. And this can be done > 
in a single day. Free samples. oe cae 
Other leading boxes er 


on approval. Many surprise é “ond gift jogs 


WHITE SPLENDOR 


pivMITE SPLENDOR items. It costs you 
STATIONERY ENSEMBLE 


Delicately scented, ribbon-tied areliatiate ce) try. ated 
coupon below today. 








ASSORTMENT 
Fascinating cards with . 
original pop-out features 
and novelty attochments 

















ew = Mail This Coupon Today anu ay 

fl CHEERFUL CARD CO. 1 

Dept. AJ-19, White Plains, New York | 

tg Please rush samples and full details of your t 

, i money-making plan. ‘ 
ORCHID REMEMBRANCE 

ALL OCCASION ASSORTMENT $ Name 7 

Luxurious designs of unusual beauty 

— including exquisite satin ‘puff’ card — i 
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Outdoor cooking 
tips 





Quick way to clean up smoke- 
blackened pots and pans is with an 
S.0.S. scouring pad. Soap right in 
it wipes off grease and smoke, fast! 





Easy way to clean crusted utensils 
— forks, spatulas, grills —is with 
S.0.S. The sturdy, interwoven fibres 
cut crust, leave a shine every time. 





- — 


Yes, the same S.O.S. that cleans 
up indoors, cleans up outdoors, too 
—on picnics, on camping trips, at 


barbecues. So take a tip—take S.0.S. 


wre 


The $.0.$. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A. 
S$. 0.5. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 
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In the semidarkness she made out Bo’s 
handsome face. “I wasn’t angry,” she said. 

“You had a right to be. I was rude. Speak- 
ing to you as I did and asking for a date.” 

He was pleasant and friendly as he went 
on. “I was just feeling you out. Trying to 
find out what a new girl was like. Well, I 
found out a boy has to be careful what he 
says to Jill MacCrombie.” 

She smiled. “Am I that bad?” 

“You were right. And I don’t really think 
you're high-hat.” 

Jill held out her hand. “All hostilities are 
off.” He had apologized, in his way, and the 
least she could do was be gracious about it. 

He shook hands firmly. “After you know 
me better, if I ask for a date in the right 
way, maybe you'll accept?” 

She smiled, remembering how she had 
jokingly told Dave she would accept Bo 
on his recommendation. 

“You haven’t answered my question,” Bo 
said. “I thought it was a polite one. Didn't 
you?” 

“Yes, very polite,” she said lightly. “And 
perhaps I will accept sometime.” She started 
the car and before she pulled out, called 
to him, “But it would have to be something 
special to tempt me.” She laughed at the 
bewilderment and surprise on Bo’s face. 


Overnight, or so it seemed to Jill 
anyway, she was transformed from “the 
girl from Westmorland” to “Mac, assistant 
boss of the hockey teams.” 

Bo Skinner had dubbed her “Mac.” The 
others took it up, and she had no choice 
but to let them. If she objected, they would 
think her more high-hat than ever. 

Her position as assistant coach catapulted 
her into a place of prominence. She began 
to have a few friends, especially among 
girls who did uot go in for sports. And the 
boys seemed to be vying with one another 
in their attentions to her. They liked the 
new nickname. They liked to fall into step 
and walk with her to classes. They teased 
her—a sure sign that she was beginning to 
click. 

One thing that did not mend was the 
breach between her and Chris. jl had 
hoped that as ‘practice progressed, Chris 
and she might find some common meeting 
ground, especially since they played the 
two most important positions on the varsity. 
Jill reasoned that it would be impossible to 
play center halfback to another girl’s center 
orward and hold a grudge against her. 

It took only one game for Jill to find out 
how wrong she was. The first game with 
Brighthaven should have been a pushover 
for New Sharon. Brighthaven’s hockey was 
even sloppier than that of New Sharon. Jill 
saw at once that Brighthaven was playing 
a defensive game, knowing they would lose 
and determined to do so by as small a score 
as possible. 

She was called sharply from studying the 
Brighthaven team by something that was 
happening to her own game. She should 
have been getting the ball and hitting for 
goal again and again. But she wasn't getting 
the ball. She was losing it because Chris was 
not backing her up. During intermission, Jill 
threw herself on the ground and fretted over 
her game. She was Playing bad hockey 
without any spirit or drive, nervous hockey 
with no sureness to it. She was tired and 
discouraged and overworked. 

The second half was a repetition of the 
first, with Brighthaven playing a good de- 


fensive game and Chris playing a careful, 






restrained center halfback who impeded and 
infuriated Jill, crippling her play, stopping 
her drives, and keeping her from scoring. 

The game ended with the tied score of 1-1. 

The locker room was empty. Most of the 
girls were having a cup of hot chocolate 
and cookies with the visiting team. As Jill 
started to leave, she almost stumbled over 
Chris. 

“Hi, Mac.” Chris gave the nickname an 
unpleasant sound. “What’s biting you?” 

“You know without asking.” 

Chris smiled darkly. “But I'd love to 
hear you tell me.” 

“Why didn’t you back me up? You fouled 
up my whole game. You weren't where you 
should have been. You hugged the backfield 
as if you were afraid a hockey stick might 
whack you on the shin.” 

“And I thought you were a nice refined 
little girl who didn’t know how to get mad!” 

“Tm not mad.” 

“Oh, yes, you are! All the time you were 
playing, you were boiling. If I had come 
near you, you would have slashed at me 
instead of the ball.” 

“Does that make you feel any better?” 

Chris sneered. “You can’t take our kind 
of play. If I were you, I'd stick to games 
between nice little girls, where the fields 
are smooth and everyone smiles at everyone 
and the umpire carries a rulebook.” 

Chris stepped back, her face twisted in 
a pleased smirk. Only her dark, unfriendly 
eyes told of her enmity. Jill pushed past 
her and out the door. As she stumbled across 
the parking lot, blind with anger and hurt, 
someone called to her. She stopped, sur- 
prised. Dave Gifford was running toward 
her. Jill threw her duffel bag on the seat 
of the car and without a word, Dave got 
in beside her. His action so surprised her 
that she twisted around and said, “Well!” 

“They didn’t need me for football prac- 
tice,” he said, “so I watched the hockey 
game this afternoon.” 

“You saw some bad hockey,” she replied. 

“I saw some bad teamwork. What’s wrong 
between you and Chris?” 

“How should I know? She just cornered 
me in the locker room and we had it out.” 
She told him word for word, recalling all the 
bitterness of Chris’s tirade. 

She finished with, “I know it’s not easy 
for her to play center halfback while some- 
one else takes her old position. But she’s 
a much better center halfback than forward. 
She’s a fighter and the strongest player on 
the team.” 

“Good for you, Jill.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“In spite of her hostility you can still 
name Chris’s good qualities.” 

She shrugged. She could feel his calm 
quieting her own turbulence. “A good 
hockey player is a good hockey player, no 
matter how mean she is.” 

“I don’t pretend to know much about 
girls, Jill, but I think I see through Chris. 
She aims to get you in wrong—with the girls, 
with Mrs. Sargent, with everyone. If you go 
to Mrs. Sargent, Chris will have just what 
she wants. She'll spread the story that 
you're a big baby. Not able to take it.” 

“But if Chris and I fight a whole season, 
it will ruin every game.” 

“Maybe you and Chris can work things 
out.” 

“Not if Chris can help it!” 

“Then maybe you can help it.” 

She turned sharply on him. Who did he 
think he was, talking to her like this, as if 
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he were her father? “I don’t like to be 
preached to,” she said quietly. 

He opened the door of the car and got 
out, saying, “Good-night, Jill.” 

She ” him go, without a word. Then she 
had a flash of insight into what he had 
done. He had risked offending her to point 
out a fault and show her the right thing to 
do. That wasn’t easy for a boy like Dave. 

She called to him just before he got into 
his car and he came running back. 

“Thanks for wanting to help,” she said. 
He brightened and she added impulsively, 

“Why don’t you come to dinner? Dad said 
he’d like to talk with you and hear about 
your work. Let’s make it Saturday.” 

He hesitated. “Thanks, I'd like that, Jill, 
but we play our first game Saturday and I 
have to be there. We won't get back until 
six o'clock maybe.” 

“We could hold dinner until seven.” 

“That’s swell! I'll be there and thanks a 
lot, Jill.” She felt strangely warm and satis- 
fied as she turned the car toward home. She 
had almost forgotten about Chris Robinson. 

(To be continued) 





Contest Winners 
(Continued from page 19) 


Store of Dayton. At present she is in the 
seventh grade at the Bethel Township 
School, majoring in art. This junior con- 
testant got her start in fashion design by 
making her doll’s clothes. 


Following are the names of the girls 
who received honorable-mention awards, 
with the names of the stores through which 
they submitted their designs: 


DRESSES 

Anne Bennett (14), Rockville Centre, N. Y. 
(Coslow’s, Hempstead, L. Is.); Ann Schmie- 
dicke (15), West Lafayette, Ind., (Loeb’s, 
Lafayette, Ind.); Marguerite Schultze (16), 
Syracuse, N. Y., (Dey Bros.); Susannah 
Painter (13) Orange, Va., (Thalhimers, Rich- 
mond, Va.); Martha Gordon (13), Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn., (Miller Bros.); Sally Ann 
Cochran (14), Springfield, Ohio, (Ed. Wren 
& Co.). 


SPORTSWEAR 
Wynelle Lassiter (17) Augusta, Ga., (Davison- 
Paxon); Gail Rieke (14), Minneapolis, Minn., 
( Powers’); Joan Osman (17), Upper Darby, 
Penna., (Lit Bros.); Reberta Hess (15), Ind. 
anapolis, Ind., (Wm. H. Block & Co.); Frances 
Menk (14), Detroit, Mich., (Demery & Co.); 
Nell Courtenay (16), Columbia, S. C. (Belk’s). 


COATS 

Sandra C. Johnson (14), Minneapolis, Minn., 
(The Dayton Co.); Joan Diemer (17), Ft. 
Wayne, Ind., (Wolf & Dessauer); Helen 
Marie Peoples (17), Buffalo, N. Y. (J. N. 
Adam & Co.); Beverly Linsenmeyer (14), 
Marshalltown, Iowa, (Younker Bros.); Jeanne 
McCarty (16), Springfield, Ill., (Myers Bros. ); 
Janice Sanford (14), Tyngsboro, Mass., (Bon 
Marche, Lowell, Mass. ). 


SWEATERS 
Janet Whitten (15), Portland, Ore., ( Lipman- 
Wolf); Deanna Rosen (14), Brooklyn, N. Y., 
(Namm-Loeser’s); Charlene Adams (13), 
Duluth, Minn., (Ed. F. Wahl Co.); Sylvie 
Cartwright (13), Kane, Penna., (Trask’s); 
Lois Dennis (15), — N. Y. (E. W. 
Edwards). THE END 
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INDEPENDENCE HALL 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA 


THAT ALL-AMERICAN LOOK 


American independence means free- _ bike’s aw gue . that is 
dom of choice, and“youthful Amer- weatherproof that stays in ad- 
icans exercise that right when the justment .. . that is light in weight, 


choose an American-built bike wit 
a New Departure Safety Brake. 
It’s the brake that blends with a 


yet powerful . . that gives you a 
feeling of independence with your 
ability to stop quickly and safely. 
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Experienced vacationists, 
campers, travelers know 
thet to protect against 
loss, identify quickly, per- 
sonalize distinctively 
there’s nothing quite so 
good as Cash's Names. 
Make your holiday core- 
free by marking your be- 
longings with Cash‘s now. 


CASH'S, South Norwalk 1, Conn. 
PRICES $ oc:. $3.25 


PWALLET 


b4e)') a lelia- 
SIZE PHOTOS MOVIE STARS 
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Cuticura helps clear them up fast 


You'll be amazed how fast 
blackheads and externally 
caused pimples yield when 
you lather-massage with 
Cuticura Soap twice daily 
—apply Cuticura Ointment 
nightly—and use 

















new. “‘invisible’’ ; 
SPECIAL Cuticura Liquid oe 
; P point gio kiote tinten 10 tr 256 during the day. eae 


Buy today sure. 
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NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


; > CHRISTMAS CARDS 


TTOWELS 


Large Size $400 
12 Assorted Colors ONLY y 
Money Back Guarantee, Order Now! 


MURRAY HILL HOUSE. D Deve. 28-8 
Que Oe Goslers’ tne 














Thousands Like You Say It's Easy To Make 


IN YOUR SPARE TIME! 


7 | Tried It and | Know 

‘ma How Easy it Is to 
Make Extra Money 
The Southern Way! 





Earn Now with New and Different 
SOUTHERN CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Now! See for yourself how easy it is to 
make money the Southern way! 
D.H. Hurley of Louisiana, says: 
**T just show Southern Greeting Cards. 
They sell themselves!’’ 
Mrs. C. S. Gary of Texas, writes: 
**T never dreamed it would be so easy 
to make money!’’ 


You can make money, too! You don’t 
need experience. All you do is SHOW 
exciting new 1953 SOUTHERN Christ- 
mas Cards that are styled with the 
South’s flair for beauty. Friends, neigh- 
bors, everybody buys! You make huge 
profits at every showing! = 
Show Amazing New Cards With 


chez re GORGEOUS! 
XCITING! They sell like 
magic from 7 we 
send you FREE! You make 
$1 a box—$65 on just 65 
boxes! Earn still more with 
Southern’s complete star- 
studded line of fast-sellers, 
including new 21-Card $1 
SOUTHERN BEAUTY 
Christmas Assortment 
that pays you up to 100% 
cash profit! 


START NOW! 


It doesn’t cost you a penny 
to try this easy money- 
making plan. Just mail the 
W coupon below for South- 
“\ ern’s exciting sample kit 
me including saleable Greeting 
Card Assortments on 
approval and FREE 
Samples of Name-Im- 
rinted items. Act 
ast. Earn for yourself 
or your group NOW! 
SOUTHERN 
GREETING CARD CO, 
Dept. 5-A 
=— 478 N. Hollywood St. 
Memphis 12, Tenn. 







































§ SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO., Dept. s-a ! 


} 478 N. Hollywood St., Memphis 12, Tenn. : 
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4 and FREE Imprint Samples. : 
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by MIMA JEAN SPENCER 


PRACTICALLY PERFECT 


Anna—Silvana Mangano (MGM) 

At the End of the Rainbow—Ames Brothers 
(Coral ) 

Body and Souvl—George Shearing (MGM) 

Caravan—Leroy Holmes (MGM) 

Dream Dream Dream—Mike De 
(MGM) 

Fare-Thee-Well—Roberta Lee (Decca) 

I'm Walking Behind You—Eddie Fisher ( Vic- 
tor ) 

I'm with You—Mills Brothers (Decca) 

1 Can't Get You Out of My Heart—Jane 
Turzy (Decca) 

Is It Any Wonder—Joni James (MGM) 

Midnight Sun—Les Brown (Coral) 

Moon—Ralph Flanagan ( Victor ) 

My One and Only Heart—Perry Como ( Vic- 
tor ) 

Now That I’m in Love—Barbara Ruick (MGM) 

Oh, What a Sad Sad Day—Johnnie Ray (Co- 
lumbia ) 

Ruby—Lew Douglas (MGM) 

Say “Si Si’—Art Mooney (MGM) 

Swedish Rhapsody—Percy Faith (Columbia) 

Train, Train, Train—Buddy Morrow ( Victor ) 

Walkin’ and Wond‘rin’—Guy Mitchell (Co- 
lumbia ) 


Napoli 


The young man’s eyes sparkled 
as he listened to his sister’s voice as ra read 
from Shakespeare’s “A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream.” Fairies, clowns and lovers capered 
in one night of adventure. What a wonderful 
play to be set to music! Because he was a 
pianist the boy, Felix Mendelssohn, chose 
the piano tc voice his appreciation for the 
comedy and composed a duet of incidental 
music to the play. He and his sister played 
the new composition together and Felix was 
pleased enough to orchestrate it in the form 
of an overture. The public acclaimed the 
piece and Mendelssohn was accepted as a 
mature composer at the early age of seven- 
teen! As many years later he was commis- 
sioned to write additional music for the come- 
dy of which Nocturne, Scherzo, and the Wed- 
ding March have become famous. 

The fresh and free-flowing music is as 
buoyant and expressive today as it was when 
first written. Fairies scamper through the 
wood, a pale moon beams on an enchanted 
setting, lovers swear vows yet part—all in 
one midsummer night’s dream! A magic 
world managed by mischievous sprites and 
created over four centuries ago by Shake- 
speare comes to life again as one listens to 
Mendelssohn’s sensitive and graceful Inei- 
dental Music to a Midsummer Night's Dream. 
Fritz Reimer conducts the Robin Hood Dell 
Orchestra of Philadelphia and the NBC Sym- 
phony Orchestra for Victor. 


Perhaps you are already familiar with the 
radio or television personality of Liberace. 
Composer and pianist, this skillful young 


man provides commentary or lyric reading at 
will and adds new zest to such oldies as Ce- 
ment Mixer, Begin the Beguine, and Chop- 
sticks. You'll enjoy Columbia’s Evening with 
Liberace. 


Care for Dancing at the Latin 
Quarter? Art Waner and Orchestra invite 
you to join them as they offer popular rhythms 
of the famous supper club. A versatile collec- 
tion includes a rendition of the haunting 
Scheherazade, In the Hall of the Mountain 
King and the brisk Parade of the Wooden 
Soldiers. Good music and able treatment as 
MGM adds another album to the series of 
music by famous night-club bands. 

Two other hit MGM albums are Cy Cole- 
man’s Keyboard Kings and David Rose’s 
Magic Music Box. Cy plays perennial favorites 
like The Very Thought of You in an easy and 
soothing manner, designed for relaxed listen- 
ing. Magic is apropos for Rose’s new album 
which offers sprightly airs like American 
Hoe’Down, Gay Spirits, and the Magic Music 
Box. Music with a strong melodic line led by 
a sure and skillful maestro. 


Detective-adventure stories are dynamic 
and action-packed and so is Richard Rodgers’ 
Slaughter on Tenth Avenue! A hunted man 
flees his enemies while police and their ready 
guns close in. In this whirling ballet of dra- 
matic action screams, gunshots, and fleeing 
footsteps may be detected in the music itself 
as it weaves its own suspenseful story. 

Originally from the show On Your Toes, the 
ballet was eagerly received and paved the 
way for such American folk ballets as Aaron 
Copeland’s Redee (in which a cowgirl pur- 
sues and ropes her man) and Leonard Bern- 
stein’s Fancy Free, syncopated with jazz 
rhythms. Freed from its classical dress the 
ballet now serves as a new area for music 
creators and has advanced in popularity. In 
Victor’s new album Slaughter on Tenth Ave- 
nue and Other Ballet Selections works by 
Shostakovitch, DeFalla, Khatchaturian, and 
Stravinsky are included. This album would 
be an important addition to your knowledge 
of ballet music and to your record library. 


Columbia has embarked on a project for 
recording recent American music and has 
released a new album of chamber music 
which may introduce you to music in the 
modern idiom if you are not already familiar 
with the works of Bartok, Schoenberg, and 
Stravinsky. William Schuman’s String Quar- 
tet.No. 4 (1950) and Ingolf Dahl’s Concerto 
A Tre (1947) are the compositions chosen for 
the album. Your first listen may find you 
searching fer the melody and trying to fol- 
low the musical pattern, but as you become 
more accustomed to the note groupings which 
modern composers employ you will find a 
new musical slant to appreciate and a wealth 
of untapped creations to enjoy. THE END 
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NOW You Can Have Spending Money For 
New Clothes, School, Vacation! 








on 


C. L. EVANS, who has helped 
thousands to succeed, cor- 
dially invites you to share in 
this wonderful money-making 
plan. Make new friends and 
contacts. Absolutely no expe- 
rience is needed. 





NAME IMPRINTED 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


only 3° ry 









New 21-Card 
Feature Christmas 
Assortment 








OVER 
110 
BEST SELLING 
TOP QUALITY 
SUPER VALUE 


New Gem-like Christmas 
Card Assortment 








New Religious Christmas V4 
Card Assortment , 


FREE 


Personal 
Stationery 





New Birthday, Get Well 
Card Assortment 


Personal Pencils 
vith name 
imprinted in GOLD 





SAMPLES 


44 Different Full Color 
Name Imprinted 
Christmas Cards, 

Exclusive $1.00 up 
Stationery, Napkins, 
Guest Towels 


FREE 10 YOU 


New Selling Guide, "'The Story of Hap- 
Py Money-Making Days''—and new type 
page Catalog beautifully illustrated 
in full color. They show you what to do, 
how to do it, where to get customers. 


Write Today / 








NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS 
North Abington 76. Mass. 
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Show Friends, Neighbors, Groups 
New—Novel—Different Greeting Cards, 
Gift Wrappings, Stationery, Notes, 

Unusual Home and Gift Items 


It’s simple—profitable—fun! You just take orders from folks you 
know. onteae is amazed at the values you show. Even beginners 
succeed easily. You make up to 100% big cash profit. 
Start a Spare Time 
Greeting Card and Gift Shop at Home 


d d d 





Friendly social calls bring you fast sales. Tr 
Make easy sales afternoons, during lunch hours, after school. New 
Party and Organization Plans give you extra dollars for your own 
needs, your savings account or funds for your club. Special money- 
saving Offer. Self-selling—beautiful full color catalog. 


Sell New ‘Life-like’ 
Greeting Cards That Move! 


New design Christmas, All Occasion assortments. Satin “puff,” 
velour, snow crystal, “action” comic cards that jingle. Individual 
“Giant Value” cards. Personal Correspondence Cards, Utility Enve- 
lopes, Decorated and Scented Stati y. Gift ribb . Sewing kits, 
salt ’n pepper sets, other household aids. Novel purse accessories. 





Sensational New-Different 
Bonus-Premium Reward 


Novelty toycards, “‘stand-ups,”’ entertaining animated books and 
games give you more opportunities to put real money in your hands. 


One Money Maker Says: 


“I will certainly recommend your com- : 
pany to anyone who wishes to sell greet- 
ing cards and the many other products i 


you have to offer.""——-L. Duprey, Mor- 
rison, Illinois. 


Send Your Name Today for Samples 
Let me send you everything you need to make easy money. Just 


write for FREE TRIAL approval outfit. Act now! Early starters 
make the most money for themselves and their groups. 


e=——=—=—=— Mail Coupon Now To: -----.« 
i 


I 

i MR. C. L. EVANS r 

i NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS i 

, North Abington 76, Mass. i 

| Please send me at once Feature sample boxes on approval, free I 
samples Name Imprinted Christmas Cards, Stationery, Napkins, Guest 

i i 

, Towels, free Catalog, Selling Guide and all details of your wonderful , 
plan 

Name eocbhetitunane+bedbnbaeetabuswckes ; 
Address 
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CHEVY CHASE, MARYLAND: My mother and 
I were racking our brains for something to 
eat this evening besides eggs and soup. 
I remembered that there were Jiffy Meal 
recipes in this month’s AMerican Girv. | 
looked and found the Asparagus Quick Meal, 
and we tried it. We were amazed at how 
few dishes there were to clean up after- 
wards. I hope all your recipes are going to 
be that good. This is the first one that I 
have tried. I am a Girl Scout and am work- 
ing on my Cook badge, and I think I will 
use this recipe for the meal cooking 
Curistine WiLLCOXx 


WARTON, ENGLAND: [ am an English girl 
and live in a small village near Blackpool. 
I received my first copy of THe AMERICAN 
Girt in January when my pen friend sent 
in a year’s subscription for me. I would like 
to congratulate and thank you for such a 
wonderful magazine. I find it both interest- 
ing and good. I like best the stories, fashions, 
and By You. And I read it through many 
times after all my friends have read it. It 
has also helped me to see how the teen-ager 
in America lives, and I find it is not much 
different from the way we live in England. 
And the front cover is excellent. May I 
thank my pen friend on this page for 
introducing me to a magazine like THE 
AMERICAN GIRL. 

Greta RicHarvson (age 14) 


PORT OF SPAIN, TRINIDAD, B.W.1.: Each 
month I look forward to the arrival of my 
AMERICAN Girt. I'm a Girl Guide in the 
2nd P.O.S. Company. On Thinking Day 
all the Guides in Port of Spain had a talk 
on Malaya by Mrs. Beadon, which was 
enjoyed by all. When the Princess Royal 
visited Trinidad, all Guides, Brownies, and 
Rangers held a campfire for her. Dances 
and songs from different countries were 
done, with the actors in the native costume 
of that particular country. Afterward we 
presented her with a mahogany tray in the 
shape of our Guide brooch. (I forgot to 
mention that the Princess Royal is the aunt 
of our present Queen Elizabeth II.) 

I go to a high school here, where I learn 
Latin, French, geography, history, Scrip- 
ture, algebra, geometry, arithmetic, English 
literature, English lengnege. art, singing, 
hygiene, housecraft, and games. We wear a 
navy-blue skirt, white blouse, red-and-black- 
striped tie and a navy-blue felt hat with 
our badge on it. 

Trinidad is a small island and is very 
oe: It is warm all year round. It is well 
nown for its pitch lake which attracts 
many of our tourists. 

CAROLYN ANDERSON (age 13) 


36 


PERKASIE, PENNSYLVANIA: I think ‘Ware 
Falcon! is tops! I like By You, and the 
stories best. 
I have the dress on the April cover and 
I love it. 
SHaRon Hunsicker (age 11) 


LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA: I belong to 
Senior Mounted Troop 376, Chiricahuas. 
It is the only mounted troop in Los Angeles 
Council. 

I think your magazine is real swell. I 
like By You, A Penny for Your Thoughts, 
and some of the jokes. I liked the article 
about C.L.T.’s because that is my goal for 
this summer. I liked "Ware Falcon! very 
much. How about some stories about camp- 
ing, riding, and the out-of-doors? 

JEANNETTE Munro (age 16) 


HICKORY, NORTH CAROLINA: Your fashions 
and tips on beauty are very helpful. By 
You, A Penny for Your Thoughts, and the 
Jokes are wonderful as they are written by 
girls our own age. : 
Being a Girl Scout, from Troop 18, 1] 
enjoy All over The Map and the other Girl 
Scout articles. 
Contest News was very exciting and as 
I entered the contest and won third prize 
in the local contest, I was especially glad 
to hear news of the National Subteen Design 
Contest. 
JEANETTE BROWNE (age 13) 


PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA: I am really 
a true fan of THE AMERICAN Gir-. I love 
your stories, fashions, and recipes. Although 
I'm not quite old enough to wear make-up 
and lipstick, I'm sure old enough to wash 
my face, comb my hair, and many other 
things mentioned in your beauty tips. Keep 
up the good work. 

ANNE Braun (age 11) 


PAGO PAGO, AMERICAN SAMOA: My origi- 
nal home is Lincoln, Nebraska. In 1951, 
I went to Guam, M.I. There was a troop 
there which I was in. It was Troop 23. My 
father was Assistant Director of Education. 
In July, 1952, we left Guam and came to 
American Samoa. Here my father is Director 
of Education. I am in a troop here also. It 
is Troop 2 for there are only two troops. 
My mother is our leader. There are six 
American girls in our troop, two of whom 
are part Samoan and part American, and 
one girl from Australia. She has just entered 
our troop. I and our troop look forward to 
getting THE AMERICAN GIRL. 

Nancy LEE SPENCER (age 12) 


LES AVANTS, SUISSE: I’m an American, going 
to an English boarding school here. How 


different it is from American schools! I take 
seven subjects—Latin, French, English, al- 
gebra, geometry, arithmetic, history, and 
science. We play lacrosse, netball (like 
basketball), tennis, rounders (similar to 
baseball), and in the winter have skiing 
and skating. 

It’s a girls’ school and no dances, dates, 
or such things for us. Foreign girls don’t 
know many boys and so don't miss these 
social activities. 

The school is in a beautiful Swiss setting, 
and I've never seen so many beautiful wild 
flowers in one place. We go on many walks 
and though I get winded often, I still enjoy 
them. 

I enjoy THe AMERICAN Gin. immensely 
and feel it is one of my ties with my “other 
home.” 

Roserta Brusu (age 14) 


ANDALUSIA, ALABAMA: I especially enjoyed 
the story Boys Are People. By You and.A 
Penny for Your Thoughts are my favorite 
parts of your magazine. 

But the article I enjoyed most was Eliza- 
beth Enters. I have been keeping a scrap- 
book on Queen Elizabeth II and the rest 
of the royal family, for four years. I have 
received two letters from Queen Elizabeth 
and two from Princess Margaret of which 
I am very proud. 

Congratulations again on a perfect maga- 
zine. 

Dopit SCHERF 


BINGHAMTON, NEW YORK: The story "Ware 
Falcon is one of the best I've ever read. 
I can’t wait until next month to read the 
conclusion. I especially enjoyed the story 
Impromptu for I am faced with a similar 
problem. 

Rut Stratton (age 13) 


BEAVERDAM, VIRGINIA: I enjoyed Boys Are 
People and the article on “Queen Elizabeth 
very much. I’m quite interested in the coro- 
nation and would like to see more informa- 
tion on it. 

I mean to hang the beauty chart on my 
wall and follow it as best as I can. I don't 
care too much for Ware Falcon! 

AGANITA VARKENTINE (age 12) 


MENDOTA, CALIFORNIA: I liked Boys Are 
People very much. Impromptu was good 
too. Beauty—Take Care! is wonderful. As 
I'm heavy, it will do me good. 

BarBara Tomko (age 15) 





Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address. 
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wind on the hills was roaring ominously. 

But they noticed it long before they got 
back to the lake. Even in the protected 
channel, the water was choppy and the wind 
blew raw in their faces. 

“Could you pull a little harder, Jean?” 
Doug called. 

“Til try.” She could see the lake now, its 
great waves rushing frighteningly toward 
her, each one white with foam. 

“Doug! Can we make it?” 

“Sure. Don’t worry.” 

The canoe moved out into the lake, roll- 
ing and swerving close to the rocks. Jean 
found the tiny dot that was the inn. It looked 
so far away and unattainable across the 
surging water. But somehow they must 
maneuver their frail craft across that long 
expanse of raging lake. She gave a des- 
perate tug on her paddle and—it was over 
before she knew what had happened. She 
must have caught her breath as she went 
headfirst into the icy water, must have felt 
the bump of her shoulder against the lake 
bottom. But her first awareness was of stand- 
ing waist-deep in the water beside the up- 
turned canoe, of Doug’s spluttered, “You 
all right, Jean?” 

“Tm all right,” she quavered hysterically. 

“Grab the canoe. I'll get the paddles.” 

Jean struggled to hold the slippery canoe, 
her hands stiff with cold. Again and again 
Doug reached out for a handle or a blade, 
only to have it slide from his grasp. But he 
got one, finally, and then the other. 

“We'll beach the canoe and dump it.” 
He was breathing hard from his race with 
the paddles. 

Dragging the canoe to the beach was 
like trying to pull the Queen Mary. Jean’s 
wet shoes were leaden weights on her feet 
and the water resisted every move. 

“Lucky it happened here,” Doug. said. 
“It’s the only spot on this side of the lake 
that isn’t rocky.” 

“But what if it tips over in the middle 
of the lake?” 

With one last yank, Doug hauled the 
canoe out on the shore. “I don’t think it will. 
The wind caught us sideways, but from 
here on we can head into it.” 

“Yes, but—” Jean was twisting her hands. 

Doug reached across the bow and 
touched her shoulder lightly. “Don’t get 
scared. At the very worst, we'd only have 
to swim halfway across the lake. Surely we 
could do that if we had to.” 

Swim! Across the lake! Jean turned away. 
Water was dripping from her hair and 
clothes. Her teeth were chattering. She 
hugged her arms around her body and 
looked fearfully across the water. And then 
she saw it. It was not coming in their direc- 
tion, but it was headed toward their end of 
the lake. 

“There’s a motorboat,” she shrieked. 

Doug straightened up to look at it. “It’s 
not the inn’s boat. That has an awning.” 

“Wave your red shirt,” Jean urged ex- 
citedly. “Maybe they'll pick us up anyway.” 

Doug reached for the top button of his 
shirt before he stepped toward her, shaking 
his head. “Listen, Jean. There’s no need 
to call for help. I'm sure we can make it 
under our own power. It may be a bit 
tough, but we're not children and there’s 
really no danger. Don’t you see?” 

She felt his urgency as she had earlier 
that morning and she looked up at him 
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Date on Moose Lake (Continued from page 17) 


helplessly. The boat was getting nearer. She 
could hear the chug of its motor. She would 
have to tell him the truth. 

“Doug,” she said in desperation, “I can’t 
swim across the lake. I can only just make 
it across the pool.” 

Doug’s face stiffened in disbelief. His 
words exploded with an angry pop. “You 
little dope, why didn’t you tell me before?” 

For a second Jean felt as if she had been 
slapped. But the boat was so near that she 
could see the people in it; she could even 
hear their voices. 

“Yell, Doug, yell!” she cried. 

Doug glanced once in her direction. Then 
suddenly, he swung into action, waving his 
arms and calling at the top of his lungs. 

The boat swooped around and started 
toward them. Jean jumped up and down 
and yelled almost as loudly as Doug. But 
because of the direction of the wind, their 
shouts went unheard. The people on the 
boat waved to them; the craft swung in a 
half circle and started back down the lake. 

Doug dropped his arms and shrugged. 
“Well, that’s that.” 


“What are we going to do?” asked Jean | 


in a small voice. 

A little frown creased Doug's forehead—a 
thoughtful frown, not an angry one, as if 
Jean had become a knotty problem. 

“Tell you what,” he said. “We'll paddle 
down to that cabin and get them to take us 
across the lake in their outboard. It’s not 
far.” 

Not far! To Jean it seemed like the end 
of the world. “What if we tip over again?” 

“We'll stick close to the shore. Don’t be 
afraid. If we capsize, hang on to the canoe. 
I can get you to shore all right if you don’t 
lose your head.” 

Jean felt her heart race with fear. How 
could she get back into that canoe? 

“It’s the only thing to do,” Doug urged. 
“There’s no trail through the woods and we 
can't stay here. This kind of wind often 
keeps up till sundown. By then we'd both 
be frozen stiff.” 

She couldn't be any colder, Jean thought. 
She saw that Doug was shaking too, and 
that his lips were practically purple. What 
if he should have a chill and get sick, all 
because of her? Her chin shot up. “All 
right. I'll go.” 

“Good.” 

As they shoved off, panic seized at the 
pit of Jean’s stomach. It was all she could 
do to choke back a scream. 

“Give it all you've got,” said Doug. 

All you've got. All you've got. Jean 
gripped her paddle tight in her hands. Her 
wet clothes were icy. But she must do her 
part. 

The canoe bumped and rocked. Water 
slapped noisily against its sides and whipped 
against her face in icy splashes. She kept 
her eyes straight Ao Be afraid to look 


out over the lake, afraid to look at the rocky | 


shore. 


Just get me home safely this one time, | 


and I'll never take another stupid chance, 
she thought. What good had it done her 
anyway? She was sure Doug was utterly 
disgusted with her for getting him into this 
mess. He hadn’t had a word to say since 
they had pushed off from the beach. Except 
for the pull of his paddle behind her, he 








might not have been there at all. 


Earn Extra Cash The Easy Way 


TAN {/Y/) O 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Think of all you can do with fifty dollars. It’s 
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MERIT Christmas and all occasion cards. 
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MONEY WITH MERIT 
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Just Show Lovely New Gift Ideas, 
Christmas Cards, Gift Wrappings and Stationery 
TO FRIENDS, RELATIVES, NEIGHBORS 
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Imagine—easy, extra cash can be YOURS! You can turn 
vacation time into money-making time EVEN WITHOUT 
EXPERIENCE. Surely you would welcome extra money for 
new clothes, vacations, camp, entertainment, activities, or 
your own bank account. Here, now, is your big opportunity 
to get all you want—quickly. 
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quisite, inexpensive Thomas Terry line. Show them beau- 
tiful Greeting Cards for Christmas and every occasion, unique 
Gifts and Novelties, quaint Sewing Aids and loads of other 
“super” items. As soon as folks see, they buy. In practically 
no time at all your pockets are bulging with extra cash— 
or your group’s treasury is full. And, we help you every 
step of the way. 
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Proven Money-Making Plan 


“I sold $95 working 4 hours a day for 3 days.” 
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She concentrated every thought on the 
dock, but it did not seem to get any nearer. 
, “We're not moving,” she cried with stiff 
ips. 

“We're moving all right. Just keep pad- 
dling.” 

Jean did not utter another complaint, 
though her tired arms turned into one bi 
ache. She shivered and paddled and paddled 
and shivered, and still the dock seemed far 
out of reach. Eons passed—bleak, ice-age 
eons. At last her hand touched solid wood. 
Nestled in the trees behind the dock was a 
cabin with smoke coming out of its chim- 
ney. Jean scrambled out of the canoe. 

“Jean?” 

At the welcome sound of Doug’s voice, 
she whirled around. He pulled himself up 
to sit on the dock, keeping his feet in the 
stern of the canoe. 

“One of us will have to hold the canoe,” 
he explained shortly. “Would you rather do 
that while I go get help, or the other way 
around?” Cold as she was, Jean hesitated, 
trying to think of something to say that 
would make things right between them 
again. But what was the use? Without a 
word, she walked across the dock and 
started up the path toward the cabin. 


Back at the inn, Jean thought she 
would never get thawed out. She took the 
hottest bath she could stand. She drank tea 
that burned her throat. She put on all the 
woolen clothes she could find. And then she 
stretched out on a lawn chair in the sun. 

She was alone, for Daddy had gone in to 
take a nap. He had been wonderfully pa- 
tient, but she almost wished he had scolded 
and been angry. Anything would have been 
better than his puzzled disappointment. She 
had failed him, and failed herself, and failed 
Doug, her very first boy friend. 

“Jean?” Doug’s voice made her jump. She 
had not heard him coming across the lawn. 

She looked up, trying to smile. “Hello.” 
Doug.” 

“You okay?” he asked. 

“Tm fine, thanks. What about you?” 

“Me? That was nothing for me.” Doug 
flopped down on the grass beside her. 
“Jeepers, Jean, why didn’t you tell me you 
couldn’t swim? You had me worried for a 
while.” 

“Well, I—” Jean flushed. How could she 
tell him she had gone just to please him? 

Doug pulled a blade of grass from the 
lawn and began to twist it in his fingers. 
“I didn’t say anything coming home in the 
outboard because—well, you know—we 
weren't alone. But you were a good sport 
paddling down to the dock. I didn’t mean 
to call you a dope. I'm sorry.” 

“Oh, Doug, I was one!” 

He looked up at her and laughed. “Well, 
I guess you learned not to go out in a 
canoe until you can swim, and I learned to 
find out how well a girl swims before I 
paddle her across a lake. How’s about going 
to a square dance tonight?” 

A square dance! Her favorite thing in 
the world. At a square dance she would 
have a chance to prove to Doug that there 
was something she could do well. But Dad- 
dy had been worried about her chill and 
she had promised to go to bed early. 

“Td love to go, Doug,” she said. “But 
I'd have to be home by ten thirty.” 

“Ten thirty!” 

She nodded. “Maybe—maybe you'd bet- 
ter take some other girl.” She held her 
breath waiting for him to answer. 
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“No, I want to take you. But ten thirty! 
Can’t you make it a little later? Please, 
Jean. It’s my last night.” 

He sounded exactly as he had in the 
morning, and again Jean felt the pull of 
his voice. After all, what difference would 
an hour or two make? Daddy might even 
give his consent. But asking him would put 
her right back to being a little girl again. 
She must make her own decision, and she 
was grown-up enough to make it now, even 
though her popularity with Doug was at 
stake. 

Her voice was firm. “No, Doug. I’m sorry, 


but I have to be home by ten thirty tonight, 
positively.” 

Doug threw away his blade of grass and 
stood up. Silently he gazed out over the 
lake as if he had forgotten Jean. 

“Oh, well,” he blurted out at last. “Okay. 
Can you be ready by eight?” 

He wasn’t disgusted with her. He still 
liked her! “Ill be ready.” 

Jean smiled. This might be her last night 
with Doug, but she was ready for dates 
with other boys now. She could be herself, 
speak her own mind, have her own ideas. 
Saying no was not fatal, after all.- THE END 





Travel Without Trouble (Continued from page 21) 


some fabrics, there is a little trick of hang- 
ing them in a steam-filied bathroom. Wrin- 
kles ease out like magic. 

Here’s one more tip: select your travel 
suits and dresses with an eye to basic styles. 
With changes of accessories and blouses, 
you multiply your wardrobe while cutting 
down on Me space. 


Good manners for traveling are 
like good manners everywhere: be at ease 
and make others around you feel easy. 
Which translates itself into being courteous. 

Each mode of travel has its own special 
features. And you need to feel easy in your 
own mind on the major questions of meals 
and sleeping. For example, if you are travel- 
ing by train overnight and have a berth in 
the Pullman, where do you dress and un- 
dress? The answer is up to you. Many girls 
prefer to dress in the berth, except for fin- 
ishing touches. But it’s perfectly permissible 
to walk through the car, to and from the 
ladies’ room, in your robe and slippers—and 
dress and undress there if you wish. 

On bus or plane, the dressing problem 
won't arise. Unless you travel great dis- 
tances by sleeper plane, you will just relax 
overnight in your a or plane seat. There 
is no harm in freshening up along the way. 
A tiny jar of cold cream in your handbag 
and some cleansing tissues will help with 
such a “quickie.” The tissues will be handy, 
too, if there should be a paper shortage in 
the bus-stop washroom. 

Meals on coach planes and when traveling 
by bus can be a grave problem. Rest or meal 
stops are usually planned by major bus lines, 
but it would be wise to check your schedule 
to make certain. Also, when you order a 
meal at such stops, select foods already pre- 
pared for quick service. On planes a box 





TF vy 
The Cleanliness Bureau 


The travelwise girl takes shoes 
that clean with soap and sponge 
after stuffing with tissue paper 
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lunch, with all debris deposited in the trash 
receptacle, is perfectly acceptable. 

Shipboard brings its own routine. Bunks 
and meals come with passage. It shouldn't 
take you long to sprout your sea legs and 
adjust to the world around you. 

Motoring is more relax There stops 
and starts, rests and mealtimes are up to 
you and the driver. 

One of the big headaches of travel is 
tipping: when, whom, and how much. There 
are no hard-and-fast rules, but these sug- 
gestions may help. Today tips average about 
fifteen percent of the bill, though this varies 
with the type of traveling you do. If you 
demand extra service, you tip larger 
amounts. If you travel by Pullman you pay 
more tips and bigger ones than if you go 
by coach or on a bus. On luxury liners you 
tip more than on cargo vessels. 

Whom to tip? Well, here are a few. Tip 
the porter on the Pullman car, the waiter 
in the diner and in restaurants, tip the red- 
caps. The usual fee to redcaps in big cities 
is twenty-five cents for each piece—so for 
two bags or parcels you owe fifty cents; for 
three bags and a hatbox it’s a dollar; and 
the tip is extra. There again, you must judge. 
If the distance was short and the effort 
slight, ten or fifteen cents may do. If the 
bags are big and bulky and have to be 
lugged all over the station, add at least 
another quarter. 

On checks for meals, the fifteen percent 
rule is generally fair—except on small-sized 
checks. Fifteen percent is right for taxi 
drivers. 

The bellboy who takes your baggage to 
a hotel room should get at least fifty cents— 
depending on the amount of baggage and 
whether it’s a luxury hotel or a modest inn. 

About the when. Most tips are given 
when you pay your bill or the specific serv- 
ice is completed. When you pay the waiter, 
redcap, or taxi driver, include his tip. With 
the waiter, you leave the change on the 
table. Tip the bellboy when he hands you 
the key to your room. Hand the Pullman 
porter a tip of from fifty cents to a dollar 
as you leave the train. 

Sign the hotel register with your name 
and address and, to save later embarrass- 
ment, ask the desk clerk the price of the 
room he is assigning to you. 

Always remember there is no harm in 
asking questions of the right people. Who 
are the right people? They are attendants in 
the hotel, conductors on buses and trains, 
attendants in stations, information person- 
nel, traffic police. 

The important things are to be at ease, 
make others feel at ease by considering their 
comfort—and, to have fun. THE END 
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New Flesh-Color Medication 
Conceals As It Helps Heal 
Pimples, Acne, Blackheads! 


THE TRUTH ABOUT “BAD” SKIN—Pimples are 
the result of temporary excess secretions of oil 
that the skin can not throw off. Greaseless 
Wunder-skin is medically-formulated to help 
free pores of these excess oils...dry up pi 
Contains antiseptic Dermium* to discourage 
bacteria that can cause and spread pimples. 


NO ONE NEED KNOW—Wunder-skin is espe- 
cially flesh-tinted to hide pimples, blemishes, 
blackheads... Blends amazingly well with skin 
tones. Soy eee | stainless! Leave it on day 
and night for ‘round the clock medication. 


Reader’s Digest reported recently on 
Wunder-skin type medication used successfully 
in clinical tests. Wunder-skin contains ingredi- 
ents long prescribed by skin specialists. Your 
druggist now sells it without prescription. 


GUARANTEED to help your skin condition or 
money back. Large tube 59¢. Economy size 
98¢. At all drug counters. 


SPECIAL OFFER: Send name, address and 10¢ 
in stamps or coin for trial size. Purepac Corp., 
P. O. Box 214B, Lenox Hill Sta., New York 21. 


Greaseless* Flesh-Tinted* Antiseptic 


Wander-skin 


ANOTHER FINE PUREPAC PropucT 
*Purepac’s brand of 2,2’-Methylene bis(3,4,6-trichloro phenol) 














Be the FIRST to sell beautiful 
trade-mark costume jewelry 
pin along with new, exciting 
Christmas Card Boxes (with 
golden signatures); Holiday 
Gifts, Wraps and Ribbons; 
Stationery; Napkins; Name 
Imprinted Cards 40 for $1.25 
up. Many other items. 
WRITE for FREE SAMPLES 
Personal Cards, and Assort- 
ments on approval plus de- 
tails on EXCLUSIVE, Pin. 


CHARLES C. SCHWER COMPANY 


1D ELM ST., WESTFIELD, MASS. 
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Headline News in Girl Scouting 


“For Outstanding Achievement in Bringing About a Better 

Understanding of the American Way of Life.” The medal 
which carries this inscription has been added to the prized posses- 
sions at National Headquarters, and Girl Scouts everywhere can 
wear their uniforms with an extra touch of pride because of the 
honor it symbolizes. 

The George Washington Honor Medal, a check for one hundred 
dollars, and an American flag were presented to the Girl Scouts of 
the U.S.A. by the Freedoms Foundation for the organization’s work 
during 1952 in the “critical areas.” These areas are communities in 
various sections of the country into which large numbers of families 
have moved within a very short time, because of military and na- 
tional defense projects. Schools, recreational facilities, and youth 
groups in these communities have found it difficult to meet the needs 
of the young people. So your National Organization made far- 
reaching plans, which are now being carried out, to bring Girl 
Scouting to the thousands of girls in these areas who are so eager 
to share in the fun and service of the Girl Scout program. 

The 1952 National Freedoms Awards were od x at a ceremony 
in the Foundation Headquarters at Valley Forge, Pennsylvania. Vice- 
President Nixon presented the awards, which were accepted for 
the Girl Scouts of the U.S.A. by a Senior Scout and an adult mem- 
ber of the Philadelphia Council. 





In Kingman, Kansas, Troop 57 has found that it is fun to do 
badge work as a troop. These girls, who recently became 
Curved Bar Scouts, have worked together on First Class and Curved 





Okinawan and American girls practice the Girl Scout sign 
before the investiture of Troop 1 at the Naha Youth Center 
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Bar requirements in a program which combines indoor and outdoor 
activities of many kinds. Overnights and cookouts, treasure hunts 
and nature hikes were part of the outdoor activities. One of their 
most interesting experiences was a primitive two day camp trip. The 
girls and their leader chose a campsite beside a small creek, and 
rom this base went out on hikes and nature trips. It was fun to 
cook over the campfire the fish they caught in the creek, and to 
learn the art of beanhole and reflector-oven cooking. 

For their Curved Bar program they chose Homemaking, and 
earned the Hostess, Child Care, Clothing, and other badges. One 
project they especially enjoyed was making dolls. Each girl bought 
a doll kit, and with it made a doll of her own choosing. When the 
dolls were finished they were all sent as gifts to children in this 
country or abroad. 


tie By way of showing that they mean what they say in the 
Sixth Law—“A Girl Scout Is a Friend to Animals”—Seniors 
and Intermediates of the Mc-Cam-Po Area Council, Bradford, Penn- 
sylvania, have taken an active part in fund-raising for the local 
SPCA. Many of the troops have earned or are working on the Cat 
and Dog badge, so they were pleased to be asked to help. 

At a Senior Association meeting areas were blocked out on a map 
of the city. Intermediates were assigned to blocks in their own 
neighborhoods and the Seniors covered the other areas. During the 
fund-raising campaign teams of uniformed Girl Scouts (wearing 
SPCA buttons for further indentification ) called at houses where the 
porch lights had been turned on as an indication of willingness to 
co-operate. An adult accompanied each group, and troop committee 
members, leaders, and assistant leaders worked with the girls. More 
than one hundred dollars was collected, and the girls gained valu- 
able experience in working with and meeting different kinds of 
people. Everywhere they were received with friendliness. One team 
which covered a low-income area reported: “Everyone gave us a 
little. At one house a little girl told us, ‘Gramma says to wait a 
minute.’ Then ‘Gramma’ came—a spry little wisp of eighty-three— 
and proudly gave us her very own contribution and wished it were 
more, because ‘I do so like kittens!’ ” 


More and more Girl Scouts are helping with the Red Cross 
blood-donor program. In Topeka, Kansas, they have set up 
bloodmobile posters and collected donor pledges. When they were 
asked this spring to give additional help by speaking at meetings 
of local organizations, the Girl Scouts decided to lay the groundwork 
for a really good job by taking some lessons in public speaking. 
Classes were formed, with a speech instructor to teach the girls 
how to give effective talks before civic, church, and other organiza- 
tions. The classes were small, so that each girl could have individual 
help and criticism as she practiced in class the speech she had pre- 
ared. 
" The work of the Girl Scouts has been an important contribution 
to Topeka’s blood-donor campaigns, and the training in public 
speaking has been very valuable to the girls. 


e% “A Recipe for Your Troop” was the theme of the ninth an- 
nual Senior Conference of the Girl Scout Council of Greater 
New York. In discussion groups the Seniors “tested” their recipes 
for troop programs. Community service, troop camping, Senior 
Service projects, social activities were some of the “ingredients” 
they checked to discover whether they were using the right pro- 
portions and methods; whether something important may have been 
left out when they “cooked up” their programs. As they exchanged 
ideas, discussed plans and projects, they came to the conclusion 
that, as with cooking, the “by guess and by golly” method wastes 
time and energy. So they decided: “We strongly recommend that 
every Senior Troop use the handbook, ‘Senior Girl Scouting,’ as its 
‘cookbook.’ It can be purchased from National Equipment Service 
for only one dollar.” 

Miss Virginia Blunt, the Assistant National Executive Director of 
the Girl Scouts of the U.S.A., was the guest speaker at the con- 
ference. A fashion show in which Seniors modeled fashions of the 
famous designer, Jonathan Logan, and singing by the Senior Scout 
chorus rounded out a very successful conference. 


or) “They shall make. music wherever they go,” whether it is in 
New York or Indiana or almost anywhere in the world. Sing- 
ing and Scouting seem to go naturally together. One of the first 
projects of the newly organized Planning Group in Connersville, 
Indiana, was a Girl Scout choral group. Two choruses were orga- 
nized, made up of girls from each of the twenty-five troops in the 
community. After weeks of training—and the girls declared the 
practice sesstons were as much fun as anything they had done—they 
made their debut on a program broadcast over the local radio sta- 
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tion. The choruses had an im nt part, too, in the program of the 
Girl Scout birthday party, which was attended by more than five 
hundred Scouts, parents, and other guests. The choruses promise 
to become one of the major Girl Scout activities in Connersville. 


es When the Girl Scout Planning Group and the Program Com- 
mittee of the Ouachita Parish Council, Monroe, Louisiana, 
arranged for sewing classes last summer, they had no idea that this 
would be one of their most popular activities. The classes were 
started because of requests from the girls. Volunteers were recruited 
to teach; sewing machines were borrowed. The Red Cross offered 
the use of a workroom, and the Government agricultural extension 
agent in Monroe held a training session for the volunteer teachers. 

The girls furnished all their materials. Classes were divided into 
six two-hour sessions. Beginners practiced stitches by making pot- 
holders, and then went on to nth an apron or a slip. Those who 
had done some sewing made a sleeveless blouse and a gathered 
skirt. Toward the end of the summer a number of older Intermedi- 
ates asked one of the teachers for more advanced instruction. Bor- 
rowing another sewing machine, she taught these girls, in her own 
home, to make corduroy skirts and jumpers for school. 

In reporting on the classes the Program Committee said: “Rarely 
have we been more gratified with the results of any activity. After 
the enthusiasm shown for sewing last summer, many more girls are 
looking forward to taking part this year, when we intend to use 
the same plan.” 


“We will have a real Festival of the Dolls for our year’s pro- 

gram project,” decided the members of the three Girl Scout 
troops—Brownie, 197; Intermediate, 37; Senior, 87—in a Neighbor- 
h Group of San Francisco, California. Little did they dream, 
then, into what fascinating fields this project would lead them. 

The Festival of the Dolls is a time-honored Japanese festival for 
girls which for thousands of years has been celebrated each year 
in March. The dolls which are displayed are often handed down 
from generation to generation. After they have been exhibited in 
the best room of the home during the festival, they are carefully 
put away until the next year. 

Because none of the San Francisco girls had ever lived in Japan, 
much research was needed to make their festival authentic in every 
detail. Old pictures and books, and the memories of those who had 
come from Japan, were drawn upon. Japanese songs, dances, and 
games had to be learned; the knack of putting on the intricate 
kimonas, tabi, and obi, and dressing the hair. Brownies folded gaily 
colored metallic papers to make hundreds of tsuru—the swanlike 
birds which would fly, from strings, about the ceiling and over the 
tea tables. Dolls were collected, and the girls learned how to place 
them in the traditional way on tiered shelves covered with red 
cloth. 

The project aroused so much interest in the whole Marina-Pacific 
Heights district that it was decided to hold the festival in connection 
with a Juliette Low World Friendship party, so that all Girl Scouts 
in the district could share in it. On the day of the party the cere- 
monies began with a salute to the flag of the United States and an 
address of welcome. Then the audience was transported to Japan. 
One troop modeled the Japanese bride’s costume—the beautiful 
kimona, the elaborate headdress of birds and fans, and the brocaded 
slippers. Younger Scouts in gay kimonas, with dolls in their arms, 
sang Japanese lullabies. Other troops explained and demonstrated 
Japanese dances and games, and played Japanese musical instru- 
ments. 

The center of attraction, of course, was the doll exhibit. A minia- 
ture palace, with the emperor and empress, was on the top tier. 
Below were ranged dolls of many different kinds, dolls’ furniture 
and china, and many other fascinating things in miniature. 

Refreshments of tea and rice cakes were served in the traditional 
fashion, and contributions to the Juliette Low Fund were collected, 
quite appropriately, in a crimson Japanese lantern. At the close of 
the party, each guest took down one of the gay paper birds to keep 
as a souvenir. 


“se Way out in the South Pacific, Girl Scouting is growing stead- 
ily in the Ryukyus Islands. Recently fourteen Okinawan stu- 
dents of the Kitanakagusuku School on Okinawa received their Girl 
Scout pins at an investiture in the Naha Youth Center, and became 
members of Troop 1 of their school. The ceremony was attended by 
other Ryukyuan Girl Scout troops, American Girl Scout troop 5, 
parents, and American Army and civilian personnel. 

Plans for this troop began months ago, after the Okinawan girls 
had been present at an investiture of American Girl Scout troop 5. 
The Ryukyuan girls were a proud and happy group as they repeated, 
in English, the Girl Scout Laws and Promise. 
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Sam Rosenberg 


There were many of these lively panel discussions at the 
Greater New York Council’s annual Senior Scout Conference 
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Photo by Bill Kajiyama 


San Francisco, California, Girl Scouts playing the okata 
at their Japanese Doll Festival and Juliette Low party 





Earl B. Williams photo 


In summertime sewing classes Monroe, Louisiana, Girl Scouts 
learn to make everything from slips to jumpers for school 


Many of the members of the WAC detachment on Okinawa, and 
many of the wives of civilian and Army personnel, formerly were 
Girl Scouts and leaders. Naturally, they are delighted with the eager 
interest in Girl Scouting shown by the Ryukyuan girls. | THE END 


HAPPY VACATION TO YOU ALL 
And please remember to send us news and good, clear pictures of 
your summer Girl Scout doing ping, exploring, sightseeing 
trips; or the fun and activities you have enjoyed right at home. 
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Charles E. Mohr, from 
National Audubon Society 


by MARIE GAUDETTE 


Everywhere, young people are making friends 
with the population of the trees and skies 


Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest, 
Like a cloud of fire; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar 

And soaring, ever singest. 


Can you name the famous author of these 
lines—and the songbird he immortalized? 
(If not, turn to page 50. ) 

Great men and women have almost al- 
ways felt a deep affinity for nature. Watching 
the flight of birds, sharing the multifarious 
life of fields and pastures, woodlands and 
streams, they have discovered a wisdom 
which they in turn could share with their 
fellow men. 

This summer a vast amount of wisdom 
that will someday be put to service for 
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humanity is being gained in the very heart 
of nature by almost half a million young 
people who are junior members of the Na- 
tional Audubon Society. Often a whole Girl 
Scout troop, a 4-H club, or some other 
group of young people decides to become 
as well a Junior Audubon club. 

Girl Scouts who elect to follow the Audu- 
bon nature program have discovered what 
fun it is to explore the world around them, 
make the acquaintance of its wildlife, and 
learn to conserve its treasures. And while 
they are having exciting times in the out- 
of-doors, they are also completing the re- 
quirements for a number of Girl Scout 
badges—the Bird badge, the Conservation 
badge, the Rambler badge, the Tree badge, 
and eight or nine others. 


The electric bird game is plenty 
of fun and can be easily made at 
home by a group of bird students 


Have you ever played the “Bird Walk 
Game”? For practice, you can play it in 
your own back yard, on the porch, or in- 
doors. Several of you wear signs indicating 
that you represent different bird habitats— 
a field, woods, a marsh. The others. each 
decide what bird they will be, but keep it 
a secret. Then each “bird” goes and stands 
close to his “habitat,” while the players 
guess. When a guesser points at a “bird,” he 
describes himself, without giving the name, 
until it is guessed. For instance, a make- 
believe bird may say: 

1. I am the smallest bird you will see. (or) 

2. I am almost as big as a robin. I am 
mostly black. I nest in cattails. I have red 
and yellow on my wings. (or) 

3. I live in the woods and orchards. I 
am a little bigger than a sparrow. My tail 
feathers have sharp points. I am black and 
white. I have a red spot on my head, but 
my mate does not. I like dead trees or limbs 
to live in. (or) 

4. I live in fields. My nest is made of 
grass. I am a little larger than a robin. I 
have a yellow breast and a black bib. 

The .names of these four are given on 
page 50. But, of course, there are scores of 
others to choose from, and the fun is to make 
the game as hard as possible for the others. 
As you play it, you learn a great deal about 
birds that will help you to recognize them. 
Then you are ready to play the bird gaine 
“for real,” and you all set out on a bird waik, 
to the places where these wonderful winged 


creatures are likely to be found. Imagine 
the excitement when, in a patch of mat- 
ted shrubbery by the brookside, or near 
some swampy woodland, you spot a yellow- 
throat who chirps a scolding at you for 
your intrusion of his paradise. Or right in 
your own garden you spy a member of 
the large family of wood warblers, who 
has strayed from his woodsy home. The 
warblers have many varieties, and all dress 
in bright colors—red, yellow, orange—often 
with decorations. Their small size and deli- 
cate charm, combined with the rich splen- 
dor of their hues, has won them the 
description “the jewels of the forest.” 

Birds of a feather do flock together, as 
the saying goes. Many an early riser, in 
the spring, has had the delight of watching 
brilliant waves of wood warblers arriving 
from the South. Later the bird student may 
trace them to their nesting places, observe 
a warbler catching his insect diet “on the 
wing,” strutting on the ground, or creeping 
over a tree trunk in the camouflage of a 
black-and-white feathery coat, which one 
species wears. 

This is just one family of birds Junior 
Audubon members get to know. 
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And besides knowing birds, they become 
better acquainted with the other creatures of 
the out-of-doors, big and small, with plant 
life, and with the way in which all living 
things on our planet are dependent on one 
another. As the group works together and its 
knowledge increases, it may decide to ex- 
periment with a “Come-to-Life Garden,” or 
start its own community forest or wildlife 
sanctuary. Some may learn to write interest- 
ingly about nature, or give talks on the 
group’s field trips. They may exchange scrap- 
books with a Junior iatlion club in Can- 
ada, or with nature lovers overseas. They can 
have the fun of drawing birds to their com- 
munity by building birdhouses. One enter- 
— Girl Scout troop in the West has 
started a “bluebird trail” which it hopes to 
see extended right across the whole United 
States. Other groups have constructed an 
electric “bird game” with colored pictures 
of many birds and a light that flashes—or 
bell that rings—when the operator names a 
bird correctly. 

Nothing to do this summer? Nowhere to 
go? Why—open your eyes; you’re surrounded 
with treasures! Get in touch with your local 
Audubon Club and ask its help in starting 
a junior group. Or write to the National 
Audubon Society, 1130 Fifth Avenue, New 
York 28, New York. It will be happy to 
send you all the information you need to 
start a Junior Audubon club. THE END 





The Way of a Champion 
(Continued from page 15) 


Bud passed on to Doris everything he had 
learned about tactics and strategy—outma- 
neuvering and outguessing the opponent; 
putting him off-balance whenever possible 
with well-concealed shots; planning, before 
a match, how best to take advantage of an 
opponent’s weakness. 

And all this time, Bud and the rest of 
the family were keeping an eye on Doris’ 
leg without letting her become too aware 
of it. It was the only thing, they were con- 
vinced, that could stand between her and 
the championship of the United States and 
of the world. 

Bud did more for Doris than teach her 
what he had learned about tennis. He gave 
her confidence in herself, and when the 
breaks went against her and she had to face 
bitter disappointments he was, as she says, 
“Right there when I needed him most. He 
was a wonderful brother.” 

Mercer Beasley came to the University of 
Miami to coach the tennis team when Doris 
was an undergraduate. It didn’t take long 
for him to see the potentialities of her game. 
Wisely, he didn’t attempt to change her 
strokes—for they were basically sound—but 
he taught her how to think on the court. 

Doris learned her lessons well. In the 
1946 national championship at Forest Hills, 
she was seeded fifth. But she came through 
to the finals against Pauline Betz, the de- 
fending champion. It looked as if nothing 
could stop her when she outplayed Pauline 
to lead 4-1 and 5-2 in the first set. Only 
after a record-breaking twenty games was 
Pauline able to win the first set and go on 
to take the second at 6-3 and her fourth 
championship against a tiring opponent. 

It was a bitter disappointment to Doris 
to lose the first set after piling up such a 
formidable lead, and to dissipate her 
chances of winning the second in her long 
struggle to win the first. But she didn't 
brood about her defeat. There was consola- 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 
















Gist! maxe$25=550 nie 


Here’s Extra Money For 
Clothes, School, Camp 
or Group Treasury 


Sell Famous High Quality Christmas and 
All-Occasion Greeting Cards, Stationery, 
Sewing Aids, Gifts and Gadgets 


E or soltiog the new 
HED ay Make 
up t 100% profit full of 
spare time. It’s —_ and 
pleasant for students, 
money 
















No Experience 
Needed 
WE TELL YOU HOW TO SUCCEED 

with the 





BIG VALUE LINE OF 
OVER 100 MONEY MAKERS! 


Here Are Just A Few 
Of Our Top Sellers 
A—21 Prize Christmas 

Cards ... $1.00 


WRITE NOW for 
actual SAMPLES 


Lt COUPON 
TODAY 


FOR SAMPLES 
















FUND RAISING PLAN FOR ORGANIZATIONS 
ALSO “PARTY PLAN" GUIDE 





Fast Profits Delight Girls 


“Everyone to whom I sell your 
cards thinks they are beautiful 
-and such low ices."* 


361 Broadway, Dept. A-20, New York 13, N.Y. 


Yes, I want to make money the easy 
Hedenkamp way. Please rush actual 
YOU samples On Ai oval and all details of 
Lucy Mae ‘Tignes (Age 4 your selling plan. 
ignor, Va. 
TAKE = Nome 


**l sold 19 boxes in i ae after school."* 
Betty Gray, Lexington, Ky. NO A 
ddress 


HEDENKAMP & CO., Inc. Ui.Sitar 
361 Broadway, Dept. A-20, New York 13, N.Y. 








Stete. 


aunuamen SEND NO MONEY monnenaedl 











“It’s amazing! After Wilbur has had 
energy-packed RC, nothing can stop him 
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tion for her in the fact that she had reached 
the finals of the American championship. 

The year 1947 was a good one for Doris. 
In her first world’s championship semifinals 
at Wimbledon, playing Louise Brough, she 
stole the hearts of the English spectators. 
The English gallery loves a fighter as the 
American gallery does—particularly one who 
is playing against visible odds. They let 
Doris know they were for her, and her game 
rose in response. 

This match was considered the finest of 
the tournament. Louise started off strongly, 
sure of her game and her strategy. Finding 
perfect length on both forehand and back- 
hand, she quickly led Doris, who was mis- 
timing her ground shots and making errors 
off easy balls, at 4-1, running out the set 
at 6-2. 

In the beginning of the second set be- 
tween Louise and Doris, Doris’ ground shots 
began to find their range. She led at 4-3 
with three points for 5-3, missed them, was 
carried to 5-5, and after an exhausting 
struggle, won it at 8-6. 

Louise began to falter. Daring placements 
down the lines, and crisp volleys across 
court gave Doris the final set and the match 
at 6-4, and one of the most brilliant vic- 
tories of her career. 

The critics wrote that there was a stroke 
of genius in her make-up, and they were 
proven right when she and Pat Todd won 
the doubles title after being almost hope- 
lessly down one set and losing 3-5 with 
the score at 0-40 in the second. 


This victory was the beginning of 
the kind of confidence that Doris needed— 
confidence in her stamina and in her ability 
to maintain the power and accuracy of her 
well-rounded strokes through a long cham- 
pionship finals. 

In the semifinals of the American cham- 
pionship against Margaret Osborne later in 
the summer, Doris lost to her more experi- 
enced opponent in deuce sets. It seemed, in 
this match, as if Doris had gone backward 
instead of forward as a singles player, but 
one thing was in her favor. She recognized 
that her mental attitude had a great deal 
to do with her defeats, and she realized that 
most of the players thought, and were prob- 
ably saying, that she didn’t “have what it 
takes” to win the big championships. 

She was beginning to wonder, too, and 
she was almost convinced, in 1948, that she 
didn’t have what it takes. She won from 
Margaret Osborne du Pont, again, in the 
Wimbledon semifinals and played a game 
reported “at its best, and when that is so, 
when her touch and her eye are right, there 
is no woman in the world who can beat 
her.” But in the final round against Louise 
Brough, she couldn’t win a set. 

She was out in the National champion- 


ship at Forest Hills in the quarter-finals when 
she lost to Gussie Moran 6-4, 6-4. Her family 
tried to help her find the missing link be- 
tween being the near-champion and the 
winner. Her leg wasn’t a problem any 
longer. It was true that she would never be 
able to move with the agility of an Alice 
Marble or Maureen Connolly, but she had 
learned to compensate for that shortcoming 
with a fine sense of anticipation, and with 
accuracy, power, and smart tactics. Know- 
ing this, her family did their best to con- 
vince her that she was certain to be re- 
warded for all her effort. But Doris, herself, 
found the answer. 

Perhaps she found it in the middle of a 
sleepless night. At any rate, she was able to 
convince herself that it wasn’t true that she 
was not meant to win one of the major 
singles championships she had set her heart 
on. She had the game and now, she was 
confident, she had the endurance. So she 
decided on a plan. As she says, “It was a 
very simple one—not to rush myself. That 
has always been a failing of mine. From 
now on, I’m going to play steadily from the 
backcourt, mix my drives with slices, and 
not rush the net on everything—just on the 
right shots that give me a real opening. I'm 
going to concentrate on approach shots to 
my opponent’s weakest side; and on my 
service, get the first ball in.” 

The plan worked well when Doris won 
the Australian championship in 1949. 

Dogged again by bad luck, she was in a 
New York hospital for an eye operation 
when the Wimbledon championships were 
played in 1949. But, in two weeks’ time, 
she was able to enter the summer tourna- 
ments in this country. Again, she reached 
the finals of the American championship after 
defeating the titleholder, Louise Brough, in 
the semifinals. Then, she lost, chiefly on er- 
rors, in a short match with Margaret du 
Pont. 

Sometimes a player who is meant to be a 
champion finally finds everything that is 
necessary to get over the last barrier. That 
happened to Doris in July, 1951, at Wim- 
bledon. 

The night before the finals, she couldn't 
sleep. She was thinking about the Center 
Court and the strategy she must plan against 
her opponent. She ate a good breakfast, but 
she couldn’t eat lunch. However, when the 
final round of the championship of the world 
was played that afternoon, she crushed her 
opponent, Shirley Fry, 6-1, 6-0. 

Before the afternoon was over, Doris had 
won the women’s singles, the women’s dou- 
bles with Shirley—defeating the titleholders, 
Louise Brough and Margaret du Pont—and 
the mixed doubles with Frank Sedgman. 

They call that the “hat trick” in tennis, 
and if you accomplish it at Wimbledon, 
you've really hit the stars. THE END 
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STALAG 17—This story of 
American prisoners of war in 
a wire-fenced, dreary German 
prison camp is packed with 
drama, tension, and Pp 

Their native sense of humor 
helps the men to live through 
the weary days; with American 
ingenuity they trap the spy 
among them, and eventually 
find a means of escape. Be- 
lieving in the American way of 
life—and living it—the men rise 
above their prison existence. 
William Holden and Don Tay- 
lor head a fine cast in a fine 
picture. (Paramount) 








TAKE ME TO TOWN—When 
the three small sons of a logger 
and part-time preacher (Sterling 
Hayden) decide to find a wife 
for their widower father, they 
stir up plenty of fun and excite- 
ment. A dance-hall girl (Ann 
Sheridan) strikes them as the 
right person. For reasons of 
her own she agrees to keep 
house for them, but is ordered 
out when the father returns 
home. The law, a handsome vil- 
lain, and a grizzly bear are 
all involved before everything 
ends happily in this Techni- 
color production. (Univ.-int’l) 
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FRANCIS COVERS THE BIG 
TOWN—Where does the new 
copy boy on the big New York 
paper get the information for 
his amazing scoops? The boy 
is Donald O'Connor, so of 
course the answer is: from 
Francis, his talking mule. You 
will enjoy this clever comedy, 
which has a serious angle, too. 
Francis, who is chummy with 
police horses, breaks a racket, 
solves a murder, helps along 
Donald's love affair, and drives 
psychiatrists crazy. In the end— 
but we will let thet be a 
surprise! (Univ.-int’l) 





SHANE—Don’t miss this engros- 
sing story of the conflict be- 
tween the early homesteaders 
in Wyoming and the open-range 
cattlemen, done in magnificent 
Technicolor. Into an atmosphere 
of mounting violence wanders 
a mysterious stranger, Shane, 
who wins the friendship of one 


, of the homesteaders, and of his 


wife and young son. In an ex- 
citing climax, it is Shane who 
saves the homesteaders’ lives 
and lands. Alan Ladd, Van 
Heflin, Jean Arthur, and Bran- 
don De Wilde are all excel- 
lent. (Paramount) 





by BERTHA JANCKE LUECK 






























For a Little 
Spare Time 


Show Brand New 
CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 


It’s great fun . . . earning money 
on your own and using that money 
as you please. /t’s easy. Yes, you, 
too, can make lots of extra money 
selling Cardinal’s exclusive new 
**Gold Rush’’ Christmas Card 
Assortment. Just show samples to 
friends and take their orders. Keep 
75c cash profit on each $1.25 box. 
On 80 boxes you make $60.00! 


Look How Your Earnings Grow! 


Extra profits from big line. 
Exclusive 30-Card Christ- 
mas Assortment, 40 for $1 
Personalized Christmas 
Cards, Stationery, GIFT 
WRAPS BY-THE-YARD. 
Over 200 other on-sight 
sellers for every purse and 
person. All this plus an Ex- 
tra Cash Bonus and Money- 
Back Guarantee that assures 
you up to 15c more profit 
per box! Yes, the Cardinal 
way pays you MORE! 


Send for Samples! 
You don’t need experience, 
® It costs nothing to try. Just 
¥ send coupon. You'll get 5 
fast-selling Assortments on 
approval and Personalized 
Samples FREE! ACT TO- 
DAY for big earnings! 


Exclusive! 
Personalized 
Christmas Cards 


40 tor #9 wp 


* 
150% PROFIT 


OTHER SAMPLES 


FREE 


CLUB FUNDS 
earned faster 


u 








CARDINAL CRAFTSMEN, Dept. 10-E 
1400 State Ave., Cincinnati 14, Ohio 


Please send full facts, 5 Sample Assortments on 
approval and FREE Personalized Samples. 
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AND 


"GET 50 sive 


IN YOUR SPARE TIME 
with my PROVEN, EASY 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 
For over 20 years, my Elliott 
Plan to get extra MONEY 
has been used by Organiza- 
tions, Churches and people 
just like yourself. 

Ij’S EASY! NO TRICK OF- 
FERS! NO GIMMICKS! Just 
SHOW prize-winning EL- 
LIOTT Christmas & Everyday 
Greeting Card Assortments, 
Personalized Christmas 
Cards, Printed Stationery, 
Toys & Novelties to Friends 
& other Folks. ELLIOTT items 
actually sell themselves! 
EARN UP TO 100% PROFIT 
plus BIG CASH BONUSES. 
You can’t find a nicer way to 
get spare cash for “extras” 
or worthy causes. 

1 KNOW YOU CAN DO IT! 
Daily, people are getting $50, 
$75, $100 and more. Mail the 
coupon below and | will rush 
you everything you need (ON 
APPROVAL) to get started at 
once making money the 
friendly, easy ELLIOTT way. 


AS apvrarst® 
ELLIOTT GREETING CARD CO. 
| 288 RIDGE STREET « ELYRIA, OHIO 
Dear Mrs. Elliott: Please rush me—ON APPROV- 
Al—everything | need to get started making 
| money AT ONCE. (FREE personalized Christmas 
| Card & Stationery folders included.) 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY SOME... GAR ane 


ie It’s FREE for 
CHUBBIES!? 


Our new Fall Fashion 
Book telling all about our 
CHUBBY-size clothes 
Girls’ sizes 84, 1044, 124, 1442 
"Teens sizes 101/o, 1242, 1444, 1642 


It pictures the newest 
dresses, coats, suits, sports 
clothes, skirts, blouses, under- 
wear for girls and ‘teens too 
chubby to fit into regular 
sizes (and everything is 
priced the same as ‘‘regu- 
lar sizes’*). 


(ene Peyont 


Hf you are not already on our mailing list mail 
coupon for your Free Chubby Style Book today. 
Lane Bryant, 465 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. 17. Please 
send me your Chubby Fashion Book AG 2187 
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FREE! FREE! 


Photo of Your Favorite 


MOVIE STAR 


Big Borgoint...NOT small pocket size, but LARGER, 
ACTUAL PORTRAIT. Also FREE! Beautiful Catalog. FREEI 
Mony i popu stors on cover. 
FREE! Tells how to get HOME ADDRESSES, BIRTHDAYS, 
ond PHOTOS of STARS HOMES. Send only 15¢ for 
hondling (2 photos for 2$¢). Rush to: 

HOLLYWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. W-7, Hollywood 28, Colifornia 

















Beauty on the Beach (Continued from page 20) 


beach beauty, and then make it your own. 

Even with that cartwheel hat or a sun- 
bonnet, your hair will get a summer workout 
from salt water and sand, wind, and scorch- 
ing sun. The answer is: oil it and keep it 
clean. If you're on the beach every ie, 
brush your hair hard when you get home, 
to remove the last grain of salt and sand. 
For excess dryness, apply hair oil or cream 
before going into the sun, and brush it in 
thoroughly. 


SKIN. Your summer package of beauty 
is wrapped in skin, not cellophane. Take 
care that your own packaging is sleek and 
smooth; burnished but not burned by the 
sun; soft like silk, not tough like leather. 
If your skin is very fair and delicate in 
texture and burns quickly, the sun lotion 
or cream you use in the daytime, before 
exposure to sun and wind, must be one that 
filters out the rays that scorch, but lets those 
that tan you pass through. Such a lotion will 
also be right for the girl who freckles. But, 
even with protective oiling, the thin-skinned 
girl must ration her time in the sun. Ten to 
twenty minutes is sufficient for the first day. 
After that, sit under a beach umbrella; or 
get into a long-sleeved beachcoat and the 
cartwheel for your head; or drape a color- 
ful beach towel or sweater over your shoul- 
ders. And watch out for your legs—here’s 
where your pedal pushers or jeans may 
come in haody. Before you take your dip, 
give yourself an all-over with lotion, for 
water reflects the sun’s darts right on you, 
sometimes causing severe burn. 

Maybe you're a lucky one—packaged in 
a thicker skin that tans quickly and pain- 
lessly. Don’t tempt luck and turn into shoe 
leather. Your skin needs lubrication too, for 
smooth sun tanning. Try an oily sun lotion. 
Although you won't need to budget your 
sun bathing so strictly, watch yourself the 
first day. Any skin can burn. And each night 
choose a medicated, greaseless cream for 


your sun-exposed complexion, rubbing it in 
with an upward motion all over your face 
and neck. ‘ 

PERSONAL DAINTINESS: Have we men- 
tioned fuzz on legs—or arms? And, of course, 
care of the underarms is very important, too! 
Here, and on the legs, a cream depilatory 
is easiest to use, but be careful to follow 
directions. Don’t try it on your arms, for 
hair on the arms will grow back briskly and 
darker once it is removed. Give it the “in- 
visible” treatment: bleach it out of sight 
with a mixture of peroxide and a few drops 
of ammonia. 

There is another vital adjunct to personal 
daintiness you should not overlook—the de- 
odorant. Even if you expect to go for a 
brisk swim the moment you hit the beach, 
there are always a few minutes of lolling 
around on the sand. The sun shines, you 
perspire—and that’s all fine, if you remem- 
bered that one little ritual before you left 
the house. 

The beach beauty can’t hide her feet; 
she’s lucky if she can show them off with 
pride. All winter they've been shut up in 
shoes; now they're out wiggling their toes 
where all may see. Better give yourself a 
pedicure the night before you head beach- 
ward. 

If the heels are calloused, the toes bumpy 
from neglect, smooth them down with an 
emery board, then soak in hot water and rub 
on cream. Cut the toenails almost square 
with the tops of the toes, and gently push 
back the cuticle as you do on your finger- 
nails. Add clear lacquer or pretty nail polish. 


Beachtime is a time to make 
new friends outside your own small circle. 
They'll like you best if you're carefree—but 
never careless. To have a summer of happi- 
ness, be gracious, thoughtful, and beautiful. 


THE END 





By You (Continued from page 22) 


hoisted the red flags, after the other small 
fishing boats had come in, why? Maybe it was 
to catch a few extra fish and make a few extra 
dollars for the disillusioned eyes; or maybe it 
was those eyes that haunted him that day 
when he was with his real love—the sea. 
Maybe he knew that only death could follow 
a broken spirit, as his would be if he took the 
government job—for it would be the govern- 
ment job if the catch didn’t come this year. 
He had promised her. 

The boy kicked a clump of marsh grass and 
felt the sand slide into his shoes. Oh, well, 
he was dead. That was that. The dull ache was 
still there. 

She wanted to take him to the city. The 
city with rows of dingy, smoke-darkened 
houses, each having a neat mailbox and a street 
number. They would live with his uncle who 
worked in the government shipyard. He would 
go to the big high school and then take over 
one of the little tool kits provided by the ship- 
yard. 

He walked slowly down to where the water 
advanced with each wave and felt the damp- 
ness of the sand go through his thin soles. 
He slumped, with his hands in his pockets, and 
stared at the sea—the dark, forbidding sea. 
With a little jerk he pulled back his shoulders, 
remembering what his father always told him 


about facing the wind with his shoulders 
squared. He closed his eyes and sniffed the 
cool, salt breeze as it caressed him. Then he 
knew. He was tied to the sea with the same 
bonds as his father before him. It was bred in 
him, and he knew that here was where he 
would live and die. For a few fish and a few 
dollars he would spend his life on the beauti- 
ful, mighty sea. He could never leave. 

As he gazed skyward the pale, greenish- 
yellow moon peeped from behind a dark bil- 
low of clouds, and a sliver of moonlight fell 
across the ripples of the dark sea. 


MARY MEEKINS (age 16) Columbia, North Carolina 


Spring Rain 
Nonfiction Award 


There’s a song that comes with the rain. A 
wet song, singing of pattering, scurrying 
things. Dripping and soft. The pattern of 
drops sings its tale of clear pools in pebbly 
corners, of the fast, sweet music of water 
pouring between rocks. The song is a cool 
song, quiet and strong and dark. Singing of 
shy animals, hiding and shivering in the wet 
leaves. 

BARBARA BENDER (age 13) 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
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Ode te Priscilla 
Poetry Award 


A sleek, silvery gloss 

Shines iridescently in the still of night. 
Two narrow, ruby slits 

Open, and close, in a drowsy rhythm. 
Hard, smooth ivories 

Glide noiselessly in and out. 


Priscilla sleeps. 


With dawn appears a different scene. 

A lithe, agile animal 

Stretches almost beyond capability, 

And drops to the floor on soft pads. 

The shining gloss becomes a soft gray, 

And the narrow slits are no longer ruby 
red; 

They are round, and blue, 

And reflect an emptiness from hunger. 


Priscilla strokes my cheeks with a velvety 
pink. 

I awake, 

And see my cat. 


JOAN GARDNER (age 15) Fort Worth, Texas 


A Sense of Responsibility 
Fiction Award 


I was just coming out of the French room 
when I heard my name being paged. I turned, 
a little surprised to see Beth Thomson ap- 
proach me. Beth was in my French class, but 
she was a member of a very fashionable clique 
to which I did not belong, and she didn’t 
know me very well; in fact, I was surprised 
that she knew my name. 

“I'm giving a party Thursday night,” 
said, “how about coming over?” 

“Why, I'd love to,” I answered. 

“That’s fine, see you about eight.” And with 
a wave of her hand she was off down the hall. 
As for me, well, I just stood and daydreamed. 
Imagine me being asked to one of Beth’s 
parties. The girls who belonged to her crowd 
were very popular and always got asked to 
proms and affairs like that. I was dreamily 
seeing myself being asked to the next prom, 
when a sudden thought brought me back to 
earth in a flash. Thursday evening, Beth had 
said. Why, that was the night I was supposed 
to work at the library. Well, of course, I 
couldn’t work; I would just get one of the 
other girls to do it for me. 

As soon as I finished my homework that 
night, I called the two girls who also worked 
at the library, but they both gave me the same 
answer—they were going to the party, too. 

“T won’t work,” I said to myself. “After all, 
the library won’t fall to pieces without me, and 
who would give up a chance to go to Beth 
Thomson’s party? Not I, I'll simply call the 
library and say that I’m sick.” 

I was about to dial the number, when I 
remembered something the librarian had said 
when she hired me. “We only take girls we 
feel we can depend upon; girls with a sense 
of responsibility.” 

I put the phone down as I began to remem- 
ber other things. How happy I had been to get 
the job. Now I could earn the money for those 
extras without baby-sitting every night in the 
week. I thought of all the new books that I 
had been able to read before a crowd signed 
up for them. Why, before I had my job, I had 
to wait for weeks before I could get hold of 
any new books, and by that time I had heard 
so much about them from friends that there 
really wasn’t any sense in reading them at all. 
Now I was right on hand when they came in. 

What was more important, I certainly knew 


she 
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Personal Stationery, 
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Beginner Makes $17.95 | 
First Week — After School 
“In 34% 
we ithe first. day, 
got orders for 20 | 
Assortments. By 
end of week, had | 
orders for 25 more. 
Made $17.95 in 1 
week.”’ —M. Rich- 
ardson, N. Y. 





friendly way to 
make extra money for the things 

u want to buy. Show lovely Doehla 

Box Assortments of Christmas and All 

Occasion Greeting Cards, 


beautiful that your 
and relatives will 
to give you big orders. 
PERIENCE NEEDED — our Calif.) 


NO WONDER SO MANY “DEBS” 


e890 Easily 


Without Taking A Job or Putting 
in Regular Hours . .. And WITHOUT EXPERIENCE! 


FREE BOOK shows you easy ways for 
any beginner to make money! You 
make up to 60¢ on each box. Soon, 
ou'll have $50 to spend as you like. 
Mail coupon below—without money— 
for a few sample boxes on ap —- 
No obligation. Send “—— 

HARRY DOEHLA Co petted 48, 
Nasbua, N. H. (If you live west of 
Rockies—mail coupon to Palo Alto, 
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Henry. HARRY Y DOEHLA C co. “Studio A A-48, (P (Pale Alte, Calif.) 


(If you live East of Rockies, 
address Nashua Office) 
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, 
Save on soft drinks. A 5¢ \t 
package of Kool-Aid makes WL 
2 quarts. Children love it. VW 
Keep in ice box by the 
pitcher full. Six delicious 
flavors. BUY SIX and SAVE! 
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waterproof 


+ COVERMARK 


Instantly all skin discolorations vanish from 

=? even vitiligo and birthmarks! Safe, sooth- 

sun-proof, swim-proof. Called ‘Modern 

Satecie’™ by Reader’s Digest. Several shades. 
$2.00. No fed. tax. 


minor suemisuesr use SPOTSTIK 
(Waterproof Covermark in stick form) 
$1.25. No fed. tax. 

AT LEADING DEPARTMENT AND DRUG STORES 
Visit N. Y. Saton for individual help. Tel. PL 3-2823. 
LYDIA O’LEARY, INC. Dept. 6AG 
41 East 57th Street, New York 22, N. Y. 
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BOTH NAMES ENGRAVED FREE 
New Big Cataloo—10¢. Sorry, No C.0.D.’s 
TASH ENGRAVING CO. 
487 BROADWAY, DEPT. R-10, NEW YORK 13, N.Y. 














Star Pictures 


FREE! To every member, 100 BIG 
3%x5% glossy autographed printed 
portraits of Hollywood's TOP STARS. 
Worth mony times the small mem- 
bership fee. Money-back guarantee! 








penaea FREE—simply by joining Hollywood's 
biggest fan club. SUNSET FAN CLUB 
MEMBERSHIP Only $1.00. 


All of Hollywood's TOP NAMES —Look At This List! 


Done Angrews Rory Calhoun Burt lancaster — Errol Flynn 
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—— ALL THIS FOR $1.00 — 


#100 Movie Star Pictures ®Lifetime Membership Card 
@ Inside Stories of Your Favorite Stars 
eee ee m= CLIP AND MAIL TODAY! <= — —— == = - 
SUNSET FAN CLUB, 365 S. Fairfax, Hollywood, Calif. 
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GIFT pictures today. | enclose my ba .00. AG-7 
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BLACKHEADS 
TEENAGE BAD SKIN 
A special-purpose soap to overcome oily skin, the basis 
of many teen-age complexion troubles. Pure vegetable 
soap with no animal fat... no pore clogging ingredients. 
Thorough cleansing action “wakes up” sluggish com- 
plexions ... helps to eliminate blackheads and externally 
caused pimples. Gives your complexion a new freshness. 
LATHERS IN HARDEST WATER—toke it on your hikes. 
At Drug, Grocery and Department Stores or send 50¢ for 
3 cakes to SAYMAN CO.—Dept. AG-7, ST.LOUIS, MO. 
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my way around the library now, and it had 
become a cinch to find any reference books 
needed for homework. 

Golly, I.hadn’t realized how much my job 
meant to me. Where had my “sense of respon- 
sibility” gone to? 

Oh, well, I thought, as I dialed Beth’s num- 
ber, there’ll be other parties. 


ANNE TURNBULL (age 15) Milton, Massachusetts 


The Drought 
Nonfiction Award 


The sun beat down on the dry fields, 
turning everything to dust. 

I lay sprawled out on the old couch in the 
living room. Oh, this heat! I started to change 
my position; the springs groaned dangerously 
under me, and a cloud of dust whooshed out 
of a hole in the upholstery. I went back to my 
original position. 

Then I got up, slowly, carefully, as the 
couch screamed its protest. I pushed the 
screen door open and stepped out on the 
weather-beaten porch. I took a deep breath 
and sneezed as I inhaled the dust that seemed 
to be everywhere. I decided it was cooler in 
the house and went back in. 

I sat down in the middle of the floor. 

My kingdom for a cool breeze, I thought. 
One little drop of rain to seep in through the 
layer of dust and save the thirsty crops. Is 
that too much to ask? What I wouldn’t give 
for a blizzard! A blizzard in July! I laughed 
at the idea. Rain, rain, rain! Why can’t we 
have rain? Oh, this heat! 

The rain came. Not much of it, but every 
drop of it was welcome. The dust settled into 
mud and the dwarfed wheat drank in every 
drop of the cool shower with relish, as did I. 

Of course everyone was happy about it, 
but no one enjoyed it as much as I did. The 
heat had fled with the dust, and everything 
was fresh and clean. 

The precious little drops vanished much too 
soon. The wheat began to droop once more, 
the sun beat down on the dry fields, turning 
everything to dust. 

Once again I lay sprawled out on the old 
couch in the living room. Oh, this heat! 


LU ANN LEWELLEN (age 12) Glen Ellyn, Illinois 


July 
Poetry Award 


The heat; 

the scorching heat 
that burns things 
where no matches 
have been lit; 


The breeze; 

the cooling breeze 
that comforts, 

and too quickly 
goes; 


The ocean; 

A cold hand 

that beckons 

as retreat 

from scalding sun; 


The night; 

where moonbeams 

part the water, . 
and the earth 

is wrapped in peace. 

And then again; the heat. 


JANE FISHMAN (age 13) Brookline, Massachusetts 


Finders Losers 
Fiction Award 


It was a perfect spring day, with blue 
skies, marshmallow clouds drifting in the soft 
breeze, and bright green blades of grass peek- 
ing their heads above the rich brown earth. 
It was a happy day, and everyone felt it and 
looked it. 

Everyone, that is, but one—a slender, dark- 
haired girl with big brown eyes. She walked 
as if the world had fallen, and all of it upon 
her. Her feet scuffed the ground, making her 
already well-worn shoes even more shabby. 

Her eyes seemed to be searching, but 
searching as if they didn’t expect to find any- 
thing. A close observer might see that her 
hands were tightly clutched about a small bill- 
fold. But on such a beautiful day who was to 
notice somebody who was not as happy as 
they? No, she would not even rate a second 
glance, but in a way she deserved one. 

She was lovely in a delicate, European fash- 
ion. Even at school most of the kids had to 
agree she was a looker. But after school hours 
the tongues would begin to wag: “What a 
shame Marie can’t wear nice clothes.” And 
always some smart one would tell them the 
“dirt.” “It’s her father, you know. I hear he 
hardly ever works.” And somebody else would 
answer, “Yeah, I guess all the money comes 
from her mom .. .” 

Bang! Marie was quickly startled out of her 
reverie. She had been so intent upon her own 
thoughts that she had bumped into a_ bus- 
stop sign. 

“Are you okay?” The sound registered 
fuzzily on her brain, and she looked up to see 
something that reminded her of a freak at the 
circus. It looked as if it had two heads. 

When her vision cleared, she saw it was not 
a freak, but a rather good-looking guy. He 
wasn’t really handsome, but nice and friendly 
looking. He looked like a “Joe” to her. Marie 
knew it was silly, but she gave people names 
that she thought would fit them. This fellow 
looked like a “Joe.” 

“Are you okay?” he repeated. 

“Oh, sure. Just a little dizzy.” Then suddenly 
she broke into tears. 

“There, there!” sympathized “Joe.” Are you 
sure you're not hurt? That was a nasty bump 
you got on your head there.” 

“I’m sorry I started to cry, but anyway | 
wasn't crying about that.” 

He grinned bashfully, tentatively. “I don’t 
want to seem nosy, but would you like to tell 
me about it?” 

“No! No! ...” she started to say, and then 
added in a rush of words, “All right, I'll tell 
you. I’m tired of keeping it just to myself. | 
lost some money. I lost a dollar.” 

“A dollar? Why, I'm sure your parents 
won't mind. After all, it was only a dollar.” 
This came not from Joe, but from a guy who 
seemed to be a friend of his. 

Only a dollar... , thought Marie... . 
parents won't be mad .. . it won't matter. Her 
mind flashed back to her father—a big, burly 
man with a temper to match his size; and her 
mother who would probably understand, but 
who would still have to work an extra hour 
to make up for the loss. No, a dollar wouldn't 
matter .. . not much! 

Marie looked up to smile wanly at Joe’s 
friend. “Yes, I guess it won’t matter.” 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute! Where did 
you lose this dollar?” asked Joe. 
“Around Eighty-eighth and 

why?” answered Marie. 

“Aw, nuts. Doesn’t that beat the Dutch! I 
guess I found your dollar. On the corner of 


Washington; 
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Eighty-seventh and Washington. Well, here it 
is.” He handed it over with understandable 
regret and turned to his friend who was tug- 
ging at his sleeve. “Isn't it rotten the way | 
have to be so honest?” 

Breaking into the conversation, Marie ex- 
claimed, “Oh, thank you, thank you ever so 
much! You don’t know how much this means 
to me. Well, here’s my bus. Thanks again.” 

She threw them a grateful smile, quickly 
fumbled in her billfold for a dime, and dis- 
appeared into the back of the bus. And so it 
was only the bus driver who heard Joe’s friend 
exclaim, “But Joe . . . we weren’t anywhere 
near Eighty-seventh and Washington today!” 

His eyes on the departing bus, Joe grinned 
weakly and gave a light shrug. “I know .. . 
I know...” 


ANDREA SHERIDAN (age 13) 
Los Angeles, California 





PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
RENA BARBARA LAWSON 
(age 13) Hawkinsville, Georgia 


Concert 
Poetry Award 


The curtains part— 
The audience is hushed 
As the last program crackles. 


The conductor walks on briskly 

And taps his stand with the baton, 

The tableau of musicians moves; it is 
alive, 


The baton goes down; the music starts. 

Full, rich, clear in sound, 

Throbbing undertones of drum; 

A pause—the tempo changes— 

Quick, light, dancing melody 

Trickling down the scale into chords of 
bass. 

Now staccato, brisk, bright, 

Now a pause— 

Soft, lyric, light, 

Liltingly eloquent, 

Again a pause—then thrilling chords 

Trembling, clutching, powerful— 

Higher, up and up, the climax! 


The audience is hushed—suspended— 

Slowly the magic leaves 

As the first patter becomes resounding 
applause. 


MARY CALL (age 15) North Adams, Massachusetts 





HONORABLE MENTION 
ART: Paula Kaminsky (age 13) Bayonne, N. J. 
POETRY: Francine Arrow (age 13) Brooklyn, N. Y. 
FICTION: Barbara Ellen Eck (age 11) Milwaukee, 
Wisc.; Susan Haskins (age 13) Belleville, Ill. 
NONFICTION: Laura Gail Schoenbaum (age 12) 
New York, N. Y.; Mary Anne Pfundt (age 15) 
Bay City, Mich. 
PHOTOGRAPHY: Gail Vaitses (age 13) Matta- 
poisett, Mass.; Judy Gholson (age 15) Las Animas, 
Calif. 
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Take Orders for 


..each card printed with sender’ sname ~ 


Your friends will LOVE 
the fresh, new, exclu- 
sive designs. They'll be 


' astounded at the low 


price of only 3 each. 


No wonder they’ll be eager to 
give you their orders. Theycan’t 
buy personalizedcardslikethese 
locally for less than five times 
the price. And youcan makebig 
money for just your spare time. 


Nothing to pay, now or ever... just send name 


I send you everything you need to make 
$67.50 cash for yourself, your church, or 
your club—all in a few days. You get 30 
actual cards in full color, each with the 
name imprinted. Designs include Reli- 
gious, Humorous, Artistic and Business— 
Printed, Embossed, and Die-Cut. I send 





order blanks and simple, easy instructions. The cards are 
so beautiful—all new this year—and the prices are so low, 
taking orders is a pleasure. In addition to the 30 Free 
cards we also send you five boxes of assorted cards and 
Christmas Wraps that you can sell for $5.50 on approval. 


NO MONEY — just send name 


The biggest buying season 
of the year is starting now. 
Youcan makeevery day” pay 
day” from now toChristmas. 
You need noexperience. You 
can sell full time, part time 
or as a whirlwind sideline. 
Rush name, at once 
—or mail coupon—for 30F ree 
Samples, big Color-Catalog 
showing scores of other 
items including Special Get- 
Acquainted Gift Offer and 
the 5 sales-winning Box As- 
sortments on Approval. Mail 
coupon! Send name today! 





More than 85 sensational 
Money Makers featured 
in General’s big 1963 Col- 
or-Catalog. Christmas 
and All-Occasion Card 
assortments, Stationery, 


Gift Wraps, Gift Tyings, 
Novelties and Gift See. Ones CARD 2. 
Real MONEY MAKERS! 1300 West Jackson 








Dept. 27, Chicago at mt. 











MAKE $67.50 IN NEXT FEW 
DAYS for Yourself, your 
Church, or your Club 


Easy to take big orders when you 3 
can sell personalized, name-im- 


printed cards for as littleas ... EACH 


COUPON GOOD FOR 30 CARDS 


! GENERAL CARD CO.,Dept.27 ! 
1 1300 W. Jackson, Chicago 7,1. | 
Please send the 30 actual Christmas Cards, ] 
i free with order blanks and instructions. I § 
do not pay anything for them, now or ever. 
‘ Also include the five boxes on approval! that ' 
§ I can sell for $5.50. 











Name 





| Address 
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October Recipe Exchange 
Announcement 


Subject: Halloween Recipes 


| Dote Due: July 20, 1953 


Each month we will announce in the magazine 


| the kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. 


The recipe you send in MUST be one that you 
have used successfully. For every recipe printed 
THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or yaluable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes and letters must be typewritten or 
neatly printed in ink. 
2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 


| Recipes should be written on one side of the 





paper only. 

3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the 
source of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the 
recipe, and give level measurements. If any special 
techniques are involved, describe them fully. 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
The AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magdzine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, Amer- 
ican Girl Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New 
York 17, New York. 





USE THIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER 
AMERICAN GIRL PATTERNS 


| Check pattern number and size and enclose 
| correct amount (30¢ in coin) for each pattern. 


FEATURED ON PAGE 26 


4641—Halters 
Szess9 120406018 920 
9148—Wrap-Around Skirt 
Sizes Small Medium Large 

(24-25) (26-28) (30-32) 
4677—Dress with Pointed Shoulders 
SzesQNowowow 
9141—Dress with Bolero Jacket 
SkesQ 1 O305017 





I 

| 

| 

1 

| 

I 

| 

| 

I 

I 

| ere for patterns 
checked above 

l Be sure to enclose correct amount (30¢) for 
, each pattern ordered (serry, no C.O0.D.’s) 
I 
I 
1 
I 
| 
I 
I 
| 


and state size. We pay postage. 


Nome 


Address. . 


-City and State 


(Please Indicate Zone No.) 


MAIL TO: THE AMERICAN GIRL I 
© Department 7/33 1 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. | 
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Amazingly Different and Smart 
CZ CHRISTMAS CARDS 


ersonalStationery, Book Ma‘ 
Imprints its FREE. Seve: eral Boxeson Ap- 


tl 3-K, Minneapolis, Minn. 
PPI BBP PPP DS 
~ VALUABLE AIRMAIL BOOK 

plus gorgeous World-Wide Airmail collection 10¢. 

Includes $10,000 Stamp, Zeppelin, Scarce Triangle, 

many others with beautifully illustrated Book, only 10¢ 
with choice approvals and bargain lists. 

JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., JAMESTOWN 718, N. Y. 


STAMPS t 
300 Pircy 1O¢ 
THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 2Scf ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 








MYSTIC STAMP CO., Camden 70, New York 





Given! Scott’s International Stamp Album 
plus valuable colorful collection, hinges, 
mystery sets. $5.00 Presidential. Full 
particulars to approval applicants. 5é¢ 
handling, please. 


+a 35-G Maiden Lane, New York 38, N. Y. 


I<. all Rae 
WOW!: © Oe ite, _ oA 15° 
Airmails, High Values. aioe 
bargain ~—_ and approvals 
& ~ an 


Jamestown Stamp, Dept. 522, Jamestown, N. Y. 


GIVEN’ STAMP ZOO 


Rhinoceros, Snake, Giant, Pygmy, Emu, Kanga- 
roos, Koalabear, Kookaburra dl tas wild 
animals. Given with exciting 

Niagara Stamp Co., Niagara-on- inetLake =. Canada 


CANADIAN COLLECTION GIVEN 


Includes early Victorian Seauen—Suntion. Is- 











a pa 


rine opie aged Dept. fa. Sy, Sond 














sues—High Values—Comme 
cial oundmre aad 
together 
se see for postneee 
CVI NI for 5c Post. Bargain 
lists and approvals 
Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 
COLLECTION GIVEN 
More than 100 diff. Europe, Afsten. 
giaeinn meriea, Seandinav atee, 
use ps, you are be 
theitied! tee thers ven —_ e ae serv lee applicants conding 
postage. TATHAM STAMP CO., SPRINGFIELD—4. MASS. 

FS INCLUDING R. TRIANGLE 

a 3 4is¢0 §S ? gs RATION STAMP 
Grrky \ APPROVAL APPL 
AVALON STAMP CO. Dept G) SPRINGFIELD 
What Are ‘'Approvals''? 
*“Approvals,’’ or ‘‘approval sheets,’’ mean sheets with 
stamps at Neches whie _ are made up and sent out by deal- 
ers. The only Obligation on the part of the recipient of 
*“*Approvals’’ is that the stamps must be returned prompt- 
ly and in good condition, or paid for. 

The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the collector 
should Mietach those which he wishes to buy, then return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as good order as 
when received, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 


detached and, most important, his name, street, address, 
City, postal zone number, State, and the invoice number. 








Gemma Globulin— obtained from hu- 
mon blood—gives protection for o few 
weeks. However, it is in VERY SHORT 
SUPPLY 


A vaccine is not ready for 1953. But 
there is hope for the future 


Meanwhile—when polio is around— 
follow these PRECAUTIONS 





RECOMMENDED BY THE NATIONAL FOUNDATION FOR INFANTILE PARALYSIS ii 
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Nona (to boy just back from camp): Did 
you fish with flies at camp? 

Nep: Did we fish with flies? We fished 
with flies, hiked, cooked, ate, and slept with 
flies! 

Sent by MARTHA ANN PLHAK, LoSalle, illinois 


The boy studied one of the questions on 
the examination paper long and earnestly: 
“State the number of tons of coal shipped 
out of the United States in any given year.” 

Then his face brightened, and he wrote: 
“In 1492, none.” 

Sent by JOYCE H. SILCO, Pittsford, New York 


WANNA BET? 


New Camper: Cheerfulness is a wonderful 
thing. I admire anyone who is cheerful and 
sings as he goes about his work. 

Ovn Camper: Boy, how you'll love the 
mosquitos! 

Sent by RITA MITCHELL, Kilgore, Texas 


THERE’S NO PLACE LIKE HOME 


Passer-sy: Is this a good river for fish? 
Fisherman: It sure must be. I can’t get 


any to come out of it. 
Sent by MARILYN LANDERS, Tucoloee, Alabama 


The weary baby sitter was trying to quiet 
the baby, who had been yelling for an hour. 
Her other charge, a four-year-old, looked up 
from his picturebook and asked, “Did the 
angels send baby down from heaven?” 

“Yes, of course,” answered the distracted 
sitter. 

The four-year-old thought it over for a 
minute. Then he observed, “I guess they like 
it nice and quiet up there, don’t they?” 





Rules for 
BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be- 
fore published anywhere, should be sub- 
mitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the 
sender’s. Contributions must not be copied 
in any way from the work of another person. 


Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 
Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 


Nonfiction: Description, biographical 
or human-interest sketch, episode from real 
life. Not over 400 words. 


Drawings: Black-and-white only, on 
stiff drawing paper or poster board; may be 
done in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, 
charcoal, tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 
5” x 7”, Warninc: Wrap carefully! 


Photographs: Any subject. Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 244” by 214”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs 
will not be considered. 


RULES 


1. Entries for the November, 1953, issue must 
be mailed on or before August 1, 1953. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of the 
magazine for which they are submitted. 

2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 


AWARDS 
First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 
Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 
THe AMERICAN Girt Magazine 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 





BIRDS OF A FEATHER 
' Answers to Bird Walk Game on page 42 


The poem quoted is from the ‘Ode to a Skylark” 
by Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
The birds described in the bird game are: 
1) Hummingbird 
2) Red-Winged Blackbird 
3) Downy Woodpecker 
4) Meadowlark 
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with ARTISTIC CHRISTMAS CARDS! 


Brand new Assortment of 21 large, lovely 
Christmas Cards sells itself at only $1. 
Make $50 on just 100 boxes. Amazingly 
low priced Personalized Christmas cards, 
Religious, Humorous Cards, Gift Wrap- 
pings, Personalized Stationery, other fast- 
sellers double your earnings. ACT NOW! 


MAKE MONEY FOR YOUR 
CLUB OR GROUP, TOO 


Easy to make hundreds of dollars with the 
proven Artistic plan. For special plan for 
clubs, give its name at bottom of coupon. 
Send it TODAY! 


Extra money of your own buys new 
clothes, Christmas gifts, Defense Bonds— 
almost anything you could think of or 
want! You can very quickly and easily 
make the money you need. It’s fun! Thou- 
sands of girls like you have done it the easy 
Artistic way! You make up to 100% cash 
profit selling America’s most beautiful 
Christmas Cards in spare time. You need 
no experience. Just call on folks you know. 





READ WHAT OTHERS SAY 
J.H.W., Alabama: “| have frequently made 
$25 and $30 in one day and made many friends.” 
L.M., Illinois: “I have sold several boxes to 
each person | have called on.” 

A.B., Ohio: “In a very short time, sold over 
$350 worth of cards without scarcely any effort.” 


749 Way Street, Elmira, New York 
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“Sure feels good 
to have money 
of your own!" 


















SEND NO MONEY 
MAIL COUPON FOR 


No experience needed. Start 
earning at once with Assort- 
ments on approval and Per- 
sonalized Samples FREE. 
Mail Coupon AT ONCE! 



















HOLIDAY TIME 
Christmas Asst. 


2| Cards $] 











aes 
Guaranteed by > 
Good Housekeeping 
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EMBOSSED 
NAME-IMPRINTED 
Christmas Cards 


Low ¢ 
As by cach 
ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 


749 Way St., Elmira, New York 


Please send me full facts on 
Assortments ON APPROVA 
Samples. 


our snonieg, >. Include 
and FREE Personalized 


aE Os oi oy Reensb cebu Acunes RT Pee ore 
(For organization plan, give its name below.) 
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DELIGHTFUL 
FLAVORS 


ts 


TTL, 


One 5¢ Package Makes ¥% Gallon... Only Y¢ Each Glass 
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